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The Imperfect Plan
by Cynthia Grant
I

SETTING:
I

Empty stage. No props. All actions are pantomime.

I
I

CHARACTERS:
MARY

Small and feeble. Pale in the face. Remains
seated throughout the play. Acts like she is
studying.

ALICE

Very vibrant and energetic. Is constantly
doing an activity.
SCENE:

Mary is seated back-stage left at a desk. Alice is standing up-stage
right.
(ALlCE is thrashing her arms around as

if playing the drums.)

MARY: Could you keep it down? I'm trying to study.
ALICE: Is that all you ever do?
MARY: Yes.
ALICE: Why?
1

I

,

MARY: I want to be prepared.
ALICE: For what?
MARY: Life.
ALICE: This is life. What do yo~ want to be prepared for?

(ALICE bends her knees and bounces her body as if she's water
siding.)
MARY: I want to be someone. Thank you.
ALICE: Don't you want to have fun?
MARY: I will.
ALICE: No you won't.
MARY: I know you, Alice. You've been studying your whole life. Don't
you ever want to just go out and do something? Look at me, I'm
bungee jumping right now.

(ALICE jumps up stage.)
MARY: No.
ALICE: Why not?
MARY: I'm getting prepared. Unlike people like you who have no goals in
life.
ALICE: I do too. I'm going to get married, have a family, earn a living.
MARY: But you're not prepared.
ALICE: What is there to be prepared for?
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(Now ALlCE is walking holding someone's hand and laughing as if
she's on a date.)
MARY: Everything.
ALICE: Like what?
MARY: Everything.
ALICE: Are you prepared?
(ALlCE swings her arms like she is swimming.)
MARY: Almost.
ALICE: How are you prepared?
MARY: I can't explain it. It's my own personal plan.
ALICE: But that's all you've been doing your whole life, preparing for the
future. You've done nothing your whole life.
MARY: I have.
ALICE: Name one thing you've done.
MARY: I told you, I'm preparing.
ALICE: You know, I think you're really stupid. Your whole life is passing
you by. Look at me. I do everything. I've been places. Seen
things. Learned about the world. Look, there's Paris.
(ALlCE is bewildered at the sight. MARY is not enthused.)
MARY: But you're not prepared.
ALICE: How more prepared can I be? I've livedl You just sit therel
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MARY: At least I'm prepared.
ALICE: You're crazy. Why don't you get off your butt and do something?
Live, for crying out loudl
(ALlCE stiffly jerks her arms and legs like she is rock climbing.)

MARY: I'm not done with my plan yet.
ALICE: Well, when will your plan be done?
MARY: I don't know. I haven't gotten to that part of the plan yet.
ALICE: This is ridiculous. How can someone spend their whole life
planning for the future?
MARY: It's easy.
ALICE: But you can't live in the future. You'll never do anything.
MARY: Yes, I will.
ALICE: When?
MARY: When I'm done preparing!
ALICE: I'm getting nowhere with you.
MARY: Sort of like your life.
(ALlCE is cheering as

if at a spons

event.)

ALICE: What do you mean by that?
MARY: I mean your life is going nowhere.
ALICE: My life is going nowhere? Look at yours.
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MARY: But I'm prepared. You're not.
ALICE: How can you say thatl
MARY: Alice. Are you going to go to college?
ALICE: Yes.
MARY: What for?
ALICE: I don't know yet.
MARY: Because you're not prepared.
ALICE: So. I'll decide.
MARY: What if you can't?
ALICE: I will.
MARY: Not if you're not prepared. You'll never get anywhere if you're not
prepared.
ALICE: This is pointless.
MARY: What's pointless?
ALICE: Trying to talk you into living.
MARY: I have a point.
ALICE: No, you don't. You just sit there and do nothing.
MARY: That's because I planned this conversation. Do you think I'd waste
my time talking to you if I wasn't prepared for this?
ALICE: You planned this conversation.
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(ALICE looks at MARY with disgust.)
MARY: Yes.
ALICE: How could you plan this?
MARY: It's easy.
ALICE: I think you're insane, that's what I think. I think you have no life
so you just sit here and manipulate people into believing you're
normal. I'm not talking to you anymore.
(ALlCEis aiming a rifle.)
MARY: I know that.
ALICE: You know what?
MARY: That you'd react like this. I planned it that way.
(ALICE slowly turns towards MARY with her rifle still pointed.)
ALICE: Well, did you plan this!
(A loud bang is heard and ALICE's body lurches back from the power
of the rifle. MARY grabs her arm in pain.)
MARy:

Of course I planned this! Why do you think I'd have this!
(MARY pulls a white bandage out of her pocket as ijit's a weapon
that she's threatening ALICE with. ALICE exaggerates a gasp.)

MARY: You can't trick me, you fooll I'm prepared!
(Another bang is heard, but this time MARY ducks. The sound of a
bullet ricocheting off of metal is heard. MARY grabs her leg in pain.)
ALICE: Ha!
6

(ALICE looks determined to kill MARY. MARY pulls out more gauze
and begins wrapping up her leg.)
MARY: Go right ahead and shoot mel I'm still preparedt

(ALICE fires again and MARY grabs her chest and fails back.)
ALICE: How about that, Maryl Are you prepared to die?

(MARY fails limp and sirens are heard off stage. TWo uniformed
ojJicers dart across the stage to arrest ALICE. The curtain closes as
MARY is being escorted off stage.)
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Capital Punishment
by Al1Ulnda McClellan
CHARACTERS:
DEVIL

After presiding over the damned since the
beginning of time, the Devil still loves his job.
He meets each new prospective recruit with a
flamboyant zeal. He is proud of his position
and will not be satisfied if even one soul
escapes his grasp.

RICHARD

Richard is ashy, middle-aged journalist.
Although he never considered himself a bad
guy, he doesn't feel secure in his own morals
and convictions.

Richard has just died and finds himself on the threshold between
Heaven and Hell. Hefinds himself talking to the Devil, who wants
him in Hell, but is having trouble finding things to convict him on.
Richard, in his nervousness, is rattling off things he has done
"wrong. "
STAGE:
Richard is sitting in an ornate high-backed chair. Next to him is
another chair, only decorated more brightly than the first. Pale red
and blue smoke filters in. Off in the distance, muffled screams and
hammerings are heard. Richard is dressed in a black suit and tie,
probably the one he was buried in. When he enters, the Devil is
dressed in a yellow and green zoot suit and tap shoes.

Enters Devil:
DEVIL: (looking RICHARD up and down) Mmmmmmmmm ... This is going
8

to be tough.
RICHARD: Wh-What do you mean?
DEVIL: Did you ever kill somebody?
RICHARD:

No, of course notl

DEVIL: Did you ever even hurt anybody?
RICHARD: God, noll
DEVIL: Who?
RICHARD:

(quickly) I mean no.

DEVIL: Good recovery. This is still going to be hard. Why don't you tell
me about yourselfl
RICHARD:

Because I-I'd rather not.

(Loud scream. RICHARD jumps.)
DEVIL: (sits down) Tell me anyway.
RICHARD: Urn, okay, I am--was--a journalist.
DEVIL: What made you decide to be a journalist?
RICHARD: I always wanted to point out things wrong with the world.
DEVIL: That's beautiful, to want to point out the finer things in the world to
people.
RICHARD: Uh, anyways, I received numerous awards for my work,
including the prestigious Lincoln Award.
.
DEVIL: Did you ever fabricate any of your work?
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RICHARD: No!
DEVIL: Dang! There goes that idea!!
RICHARD: Huh?
DEVIL: But that's alright. I'll get you for something. Did you ever steal
anything?
RICHARD: Never ... (thinks a moment) ... Wait a minute ...
DEVIL: (excited, leans in) Yes, yes! Go on!!
RICHARD: Well, there was this one time ... (pleadingly) But I didn't mean
it! I couldn't sleep for a week! I felt terrible about itlll
DEVIL: (solemnly) Now, Richard, a theft is a theft no matter how much you
regret it. (Leans in and grins.) Now tell me, what was it?
RICHARD: Well, I stole a grape from the supermarket. (DEVIL sighs) I just
couldn't help it. It was the biggest one in the pile. And well, you
know ...
DEVIL: (rises, circles stage) No, no!! That is just no good. The firepits are
empty. I'm running out of people to roast!! And now they send me
Mother Theresa in a necktie!!!
RICHARD: Hold it, you're actually running out of souls?!
DEVIL: (surprised that Richard was listening) Of course. What do you
think? That I keep them here for eternity?
RICHARD: Well ... (confused) Yeah, I mean that's what I was told.
DEVIL: (amused) Richard, think for yourself. Why would a soul be created
just to be here until the end of time? (sits down)
RICHARD: I... I never really thought of it like that. I suppose it doesn't
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make sense.
DEVIL: It's a good thing that it doesn't.
Charles Manson that long.

I don't want to be here with

RICHARD: So you're telling me that people don't stay down here that long?
DEVIL: That's right.
RICHARD: Wow- That's greatll- I mean, that's interesting.
DEVIL:

(smiling maliciously) But I make sure that they never forget being

here.

RICHARD: Y-You don't?
DEVIL: No, take the first-century monk that I just released.
RICHARD:

A monk!! What was his crime?

DEVIL: Molesting one of his students.
RICHARD: Wow! That's horriblell
DEVIL: Yes, it is. That's a crime that not even I condone. I hated to let
him go.
RICHARD: Well, I hope you taught him his lesson while he was here.
DEVIL: (rises, offended and angered) Of course I didll!
RICHARD: Y-Yes. Of c-course you did.
DEVIL: (chuckles to himself) Why, I tore his skin off myself. (looks at
Richard, grins) ... And I didn't stop there. Then I boiled it in his own
blood and fed it to him.
RICHARD:

(rubbing the skin on his own face) You... (gulps) ... did?
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DEVIL: (leans in) Then I did something even more horrible and disgusting
than that. (whispers) You wanna know what it was?
RICHARD: (shaking his head, hoarsely) No.
DEVIL: (still whispering) I made him watch reruns of the Brady Bunch.
(roars laughing, clears his throat) But enough of that. Let's get back
to you. You must have done something wrong. I wonder what.
Perhaps you ran an animal down with your car. Maybe you took
candy away from a child or something .... (RICHARD looks down,
guilty)... You did!1I
RICHARD: Well ...
DEVIL: (sits, hopeful) Come now, Richard. You know you can't tell a lie
here.
RICHARD: Well, I was working at St. Mary's Mission Home one Christmas
Eve.
DEVIL: (disappointed, sighs) You were.
RICHARD: Yeah, I was playing Santa Claus for the benefit drive we were
having at the paper.
DEVIL: Interesting.
RICHARD: I remember little Bobby took two gifts instead of one. Well, I
didn't have any left for the last girl.. .. (looks down, ashamed) So I...
I took one of Bobby's presents.
DEVIL: How long did you work at the home?
RICHARD: When I began working at the paper. I was told the boss liked
that sort of stuff. (DEVIL looks up.) Vh, then right up until I. ..
(whispers) died.
DEVIL: (whispers) How did you die?
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RICHARD: Drive-by shooting.
DEVIL: Oh.
RICHARD: Yeah, I was walking home from church, (suddenly on guard) I
always went to church! Every Sunday, Wednesdays, too!! Never
missed it for the worldll
DEVIL: Oh, alright, I get your point. Now, please, go on.
RICHARD: Anyway, I was walking home from Sunday night services one
night when a big, black Cadillac comes driving by. I see some kid
lean out with a 12-gauge shotgun. (imitates the action) I hear two
shots and the next thing I know -I'm here.
DEVIL:

(hopeful and with a grin) Do ya know if the guy who shot ya died?

RICHARD:

No ... I don't think so ...

DEVIL: Damn! ...
RICHARD: (suddenly alarmed) No! No, please! There were plenty of
grapes! They didn't even miss itl! And as for Bobby, I bought him a
toy truck the very next dayl! I didn't mean to hurt himll! Oh,
please!!!!
DEVIL: Oh, be quiet. (pats Richard on the back) It's okay. I wasn't
talking about you. (RICHARD settles down) It's just so frustrating.
Though you do remind me of a fellow who came down here a couple
of centuries ago.
RICHARD: Do I?
DEVIL: Yes, he was a pig farmer in the south of France. He came in here
just as nervous as you. He was mumbling prayers in French and was
a wreck.
RICHARD: What happened to him?
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DEVIL: Well, back then I wasn't hurting for people. The French Revolution
was going on, as you probably know. But there was just something
that I liked about this guy. Maybe it was the smell of pigs on him. I
managed to find a skeleton in his closet.
RICHARD: What was it?
DEVIL: The peasant girl down the road.
RICHARD: Oh.
DEVIL: Do you have any peasant girls in your closet, Richard?
RICHARD: No"!
DEVIL: That's alright. I'll find something. Let me see... (rises, paces
stage) I know! I'll use the Ten Commandments! That gets them
every time!... Did you ever commit adultery?
RICHARD: No.
DEVIL: No, of course not. We went through that one already, didn't we?
RICHARD: Yeah, I think so.
DEVIL: Did you ever bear false witness against your neighbor? ... (silence) ...
Richard?
RICHARD: Old Mrs. Hatter came out of her house one day wearing a purple
wig. She asked me if I liked it. I didn't, of course. But I told her I
did.
DEVIL: Did you tell the rest of the neighborhood that the bat was crazy?
RICHARD: (confused) No ...
DEVIL: That she killed her husband?

14

RICHARD: Noll!
DEVIL: Rats! She did, you know?
RICHARD: What?!
DEVIL: Yeah, I've got her swimming in the lava pits right now.
RICHARD:

You're kidding?

DEVIL: Did you honor your mother and father?
RICHARD:
DEVIL:

Yes, always.

(suspicious) Always?

RICHARD: Yes, I didll
DEVIL: Did you ever use what's-his-face's name in vain?
RICHARD: Who? I
DEVIL: (muttering)

You know who ....

RICHARD: Oh, yeah ... I mean, nol I never used His name in vain.
Oh, ratsl! I don't know the rest. (looks at
Richard with contempt) This is unbearable. Things are going so well
up there.

DEVIL: Okay, did you ever...

RICHARD:

No, they're notlll

DEVIL: Of course they are.
RICHARD: Just the other day there was a drug bust down the road from me.
At night I'm awakened by screams coming from the next door
neighbor's kids. The next day they come out with bruises. Believe
me, things are not going well.
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DEVIL: Yeah?
RICHARD: Yeah!
DEVIL: Yesterday I had to let a convicted convict go.
RICHARD: But you're the Punisher. It's your job to keep people down here
to scare the rest of us.
DEVIL: While in prison, he became a preacher and converted every.one of
his cell mates. He didn't wait for me to get a hold of him.
RICHARD: I still would have kept him down here.
DEVIL: But why?
RICHARD: What about all those people he conned?
DEVIL: He conned money out of them.
RICHARD: Exactlyl!!
DEVIL: It was only money. Money that they parted with because they were
greedy. (laughs) He taught them a lesson in materialism.
RICHARD: 'A theft is a theft, no matter what,' remember?
DEVIL: Really?
RICHARD: He should be swimming in the lava pits.
DEVIL: Yeah?
RICHARD: Yes!1I
DEVIL: No matter what?
RICHARD: NO MATIER WHAT!!!
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DEVIL: Then I should have you there for that grape.
RICHARD:

... Never mind.

DEVIL: I still can't come up with anything to keep you down here for. So I
suppose you're free to go. I hope you have a pleasant eternity in
Heaven.
RICHARD: Well, I'm just glad to finally get out of that cruel world. Last
week, I passed a man sleeping in a trash bin.

(with an idea, sits down again) What did you do for him?

DEVIL:

RICHARD: Wh-What do you mean?
DEVIL:

(grins) Well, you didn't just leave him there, did you? It's the
middle of December, for Hell's sake. He would have frozen to death.

RICHARD: Well ... Vh ...
DEVIL: And what about the neighbor? You called the authorities on him for
child abuse, right?
RICHARD: Well ... (very nervous now) I-I'm always so tired from working
at the mission home ...
DEVIL: Richard?
RICHARD: Yes?
DEVIL:

(grins wider) You had better get your swimming trunks.
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Cardboard Jesus
by Jason Boog
"you shall not crucify manJdnd on a cross of gold .••
William Jennings Bryant

Tuesday

It was Tuesday, of course, sometime during a fairly warm
November. An unexpected sort of warm, which needed a little sunshine to
be appreciated. But that year, it seemed the sun had gone elsewhere, leaving
the small town's sky to fend for itself. And a sorry grey sky it was, not as
cold and clear as it should have been. Unexpected, yes, and even though no
one would ever admit it, the sky did prove to be somewhat appropriate.
That was how the world appeared, on the day Marvin finished his
cardboard Jesus figure. He brought it out from his alley, nestled between a
hardware store and a grocery store, which is always a good place for an
alley. I was that particular alley in which Marvin spent most of his life,
among garbage bags of old produce, and cardboard boxes. Granted, things
could have been better, but Marvin found he had become very good at
living.
He set the beautiful thing in the middle of the sidewalk early that
morning, as not to intrude too much into the world's movements. It looked
almost right, on the pale sidewalk, standing slightly larger than life. There
was more to the Cardboard Jesus, the strange work of art it was, but a bit
too early for the sleeping town to realize then. But they would, Marvin
hoped, as he settled back with a bottle of cheap wine to view the world, and
his creation.

The first one to notice the colorful Messiah of the sidewalk was the
old Mrs. Jones. She nearly bumped into the thing, on the way to the grocery
store. While she stopped for just a minute to look at the crazy picture, her
face took on a most particular expression. Marvin watched carefully, for he
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enjoyed watching people.
But just as soon as the moment had begun, it was over. With a huff,
she moved down the street, not even noticing Marvin. Not much had
changed with the world, he supposed.

"Why'd you use crayon?" a teenaged kid asked him midway through
the afternoon. He was skinny, with hornrimmed glasses, almost like Marvin
when he was young. It was ironic, in away, he thought.
"Huh?" he crackled, his mind foggy from bad wine. The morning
had been a long one.
"Why did you use crayon?" he insisted, with a puzzled expression
across his face. But there was honesty in those eyes, something Marvin
wanted badly to understand.
Marvin coughed, trying to think. "I don't know, I kinda'like
crayons, 1--"
His words died there, because he really hadn't thought about it, and
it had been a long time since he'd needed to talk to anyone. Marvin tried his
best to not watch the boy, feeling very ashamed of the whole conversation.
"Hmmmm ," the teenager finished, as he moved on about his
business, somewhat ashamed himself. But Marvin thought the boy might
have understood. When he saw his friend was gone, he picked up the
Cardboard Jesus, and buried it under some boxes for the night. There would
be other days to show the world, for time was one of the only things he still
had. Above all, Marvin was tired, and more confused than ever.

Wednesday
He woke up late that morning, but still put out his fragile piece of
cardboard. Within two hours, quite a few people had seen his masterpiece.
A middle-aged, balding man paused for a bit longer than most, and Marvin
watched him with some interest. The man held a pipe, and smoked it quietly
as he studied the curious, crayon picture.
He turned with mild distaste towards Marvin, but spoke in a kindly,
matter-of-fact voice. "It's not very good, you know."
Marvin scratched his ear, still eye~g the man. "But I didn't make
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it for you." It surprised him, after he'd said it.
The man shrugged, and took a final puff as he stepped away from the
alley. "Then who did you make it for?" He looked slightly bemused, as he
dropped ten dollars at the feet of the artificial god. "But, I suppose you
tried." He finished, and ambled away, down the sidewalk.
Marvin fumbled for his bottle, staring at the feet of his Jesus figure,
where a small pile of jumbled coins and bills had grown. He'd never asked
for money, assuming the Cardboard Jesus wasn't worth any. He began to
wonder why they'd done it, something he could never really grasp. And he
thought again about the man, which was a confusing issue indeed. Marvin
burrowed even deeper into the mountains of cardboard and plastic, feeling
for the first time that he was shaking.

"Helloooo?" Anyone in there? Hello?" It awoke him, a voice from
the outside. Marvin pushed his glasses higher, and crawled towards the
sound.
She was smartly dressed, in a red dress, black shoes, and a sensible
overcoat. White, she was, with a caring face, and Marvin guessed she
wasn't much over twenty. Yet something was different about her, something
he couldn't quite place, on that particular morning. Marvin wondered if
she'd seen his Cardboard Jesus.
Smiling, she peered into his eyes. "Hi! I'm Amy, from Social
Services, and you are--" A slight frown crept to her face as the silence
broke the neatness of her conversation.
"Marvin." He whispered, just a little afraid, and worried about
making a mistake.
"Marvin." She nodded, testing the word across her tongue. Jle was
fascinated somehow, by this Amy.
"I was sent down here to find you, and I brought some blankets in
my car." She paused, and gestured to a red car beyond his alley. Marvin
wondered to himself how many other red things she owned.
She finished, even though he was thinking. "And, urn, if we work
together, we might find you a place to stay for a while. Wouldn't that be .
nice?"
He tried to clear his throat. "Vh-huh. It would be nice." He
nodded, dumbly.
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And so it went, back and forth as they talked, for nearly an hour.
She wrote down a few things on a yellow pad, appearing interested. After
a while, she went and found the blankets, and finally began to leave.
Pausing at the Cardboard Jesus, she smiled.
"Did you make this yourselfl" It was such a simple question, and
he barely thought about it then.
"Ves," he told her, finishing the conversation in a much stronger
voice than he'd begun.
She giggled, and was gone, back to her nice car, in her own big, red
world. He thought, after she left, about her question. It was a pretty funny
thing to ask. So he tried to forget about it, until he fell asleep.
Thursday
On the day Harvey came, it seemed that not too much would happen,
which was quite normal for his alley. It was the town's third morning
without sun, and the temperature slowly fell, as a world dreamed of snow.
Although he'd not seen Harvey arrive, he was there anyway, early that
morning.
Marvin was trying to stand, despite a gnawing headache, when he
saw, in the corner, his visitor. Harvey had been sleeping, because it had
been a long trip from where he'd come from. His hair hung in ragged
strips, a few of which lay across his plastic sunglasses. And there, dangling
just behind his head, was a single neon shoelace. Marvin felt a certain pride
while he stood over the curled up figure, and he was never afraid, not once.
So he put up the Cardboard Jesus, beneath the dull, reddish glow of
a stunted sunrise. He stared at the cardboard thing for a few minutes, as the
angry red scars he'd scribbled at his Jesus' hands and feet burned a painful
hue of red. The whole picture seemed to be in conflict with itself at that
moment, and all the pain was reflected through its own tragic eyes. Marvin
felt extremely sorry for the Cardboard Jesus then, and touched it, lightly as
he could. It felt very alive.
"Did you make that yourselfl" Harvey suddenly interjected, from the
shadows of the two walls. It seemed to Marvin another absurd question, but
he stayed quiet, for some reason.
Harvey laughed, about something Marvin really couldn't have
understood. A high, screechy laugh, much like his voice. But Marvin
wasn't too bothered by the sound, and he found himself listening carefully
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as Harvey spoke again.
"Think it's gonna rain or something. All that red in the morning
stuff." He finished, shrugging his shoulders, and moving his eyes about the
alley, reminded Marvin of himself.
He was quivering again, as he moved back to the pile of blankets.
"My name is Marvin," he said, fumbling about his own words.
"Oh," Harvey muttered, turning his attention towards the cloudy,
green bottle. "My name is Harvey." He spoke absentmindedly, with barely
a hint of sadness, and the alley again fell silent.
Marvin pulled the blankets over himself, and spoke. "You can have
a drink, if you want." It sounded to him more a question than a request.
Harvey coughed, and grabbed at the bottle in a single, almost fluid
motion. But he didn't drink, he only sat there, with the bottle, quietly.
They both sat there, for a long time, watching each other.

Amy, the social worker came back, and woke him up. "Good
morning, sleepyhead!" she said. His eyes fluttered open, and he glanced
around for Harvey, who wasn't there. And it was probably better he wasn't,
Marvin decided later.
"Harvey?"he mumbled, and she looked at him very strangely.
Marvin rubbed his temples, and groped for the bottle, which had found its
way back to its traditional corner. He started to drink, feeling sorry for
himself. "I'm cold," he said.
, She nodded in a concerned sort of way. "Don't worry, Marvin. We
found you a place already." She scribbled an address on a sickly yellow
sheet of legal paper, and handed it to him. "It's a nice, low rent motel.
You're eligible for enough money to pay the rent. We'll have you out by
tomorrow," she ended, proudly.
Marvin tried to envision the "we" she spoke of. He saw hundreds
of other red people, roaming the streets in red cars, finding more people like
him. It was quite an absurd thought, he found. Marvin wanted to laugh,
right out loud. But he turned his eyes to the Cardboard Jesus instead, which
surprised him. And it stared back at him, peacefully. Something began to
change then, in his mind. He was.
"Marvin!" she said rather loudly, shaking him. He blinked, finding
himself very close to her perfect face. Suddenly, he felt sorry for Amy, the
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social worker. "Are you okay?" she said, taking a few slow steps away from
Marvin. He realized then that she was not any better than the rest of the
world. He wondered if anyone really was. "I, urn, have a place you could
stay at, till tomorrow, if you want." Her voice died away, as she began to
lose her control, trying her best to escape the alley. But he too was losing
control, wanting to refuse, somehow.
"No," he spoke, very quickly. "I've got a few things to do first, I
can't, I mean-"
She cut him off, somewhat relieved. "No, no, I understand. I'll
come tomorrow, in the morning. Okay?" she concluded, and with a short
nod of her head, started out the alley. She moved at a brisk pace towards
her red car, never running.
"I'm sorry," he called, but he stopped, because there was nothing
more to say. Then she was gone, in a puffy cloud of exhaust. He almost
waved, but didn't.
.
Taking a final glance at his Cardboard Jesus, which seemed to be
leaning slightly, he decided it was a flne day for a walk. It would be good
to get away. And soon, he was.

It was very dark, and just as late, when he came back. The paper
Savior of his alley was still there, its eyes nearly glowing in the darkness.
Not an angry god at all, but a needy, lonely god, hidden by shadows.
Marvin set down a brown paper sack of the finest wine he could
find. It was a going away present, of sorts. He wanted to toast the old way,
and put the future out of his mind, for a while. That was simply what his
whole life came down to, he supposed.
Harvey was back, too, which struck him as unusual, but he didn't
feel like bothering with the matter. He was sleeping, in the corner which
appeared to have become his favorite. Harvey looked quite contented, there
in the shadows.
So, temporarily Marvin forgot the wine, and he settled down into his
corner. Pulling his new blankets about himself, he slept, dreaming strange,
crayon colored dreams. And the day shortly passed.
I
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Harvey shook him awake, in the small hours of the morning. "You
gonna drink that?" he whispered, trying not to disturb anyone. Marvin's
mind cleared rather quickly, as he gazed upward, towards his friend.
"It's going to rain, Harvey. You were right." He whispered back,
because it sounded important. Shaking his head, he opened the expensive
looking bottle. It would be very good, he was sure.
Harvey took the first drink, and coughed. Giggling, he handed it
back to Marvin. "Holy Jesus," he said, quite un-symbolically.

Morning came quickly, in violent shades of crimson, torn by twisted
and angry storm clouds. Marvin and Harvey saw little of the sunrise through
the alley, and were much too drunk to appreciate it. A fairly quiet night had
passed, but by morning Marvin felt like talking. "Do you like this alley?"
he questioned, a bit too loudly.
Harvey grinned. "Yeah, it's one of the better places I've been." His
voice was clearer, as it seemed he was better at controlling himself.
Marvin rubbed his nose. "Why can't they all see that? Me and my
Jesus, it's our alley. I have to stay." He coughed, and shook the empty
bottle.
With an even more somber expression, Harvey spoke. "I know that,
but do you, really?" Without bothering for a response, he rolled over,
soundlessly.
Marvin peered at his Cardboard Jesus, outlined in the glaring light.
From that point of view, it was little more than piece of cardboard, standing
in an empty street. He was suddenly afraid that was all his Cardboard Jesus
had ever been. He trembled, much harder than before, as the first rain drops
fell.

"Dh, my god. Not another one," she said, a short time later, when
she discovered Harvey. "Who's he? Another artist?"
Marvin raised his head from within his knees. "Harvey. He's
Harvey. " She looked funny, wrapped in a yellow raincoat, which did not
match her small red car at all. He wanted to tell her that, but the rain was
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falling too hard to bother trying.
It was a cold rain, and he couldn't see his social worker friend very
well. "It's raining." He laughed happily, hoping she would laugh too.
"You're drunk," she muttered, as her face turned to a nasty shade of
contempt, to match the rest of the world. It made him sad, because it had
happened so many times before.
"I'm drunk," he mimicked, crawling towards her. "I'm drunk," he
said again feeling very sorry for himself.
Shaking her head, she outstretched one hand, mechanically. "Come
on, Marvin, I'll take you home. Just get up." She raised her voice, over the
pounding rain.
"I'm sorry," he cried, feeling much colder than before. .
She paused to stare at him, and felt like crying herself. "What are
you talking about?"
"I'm sorry," he repeated, knowing for the first time in his life that
. he could believe in something. ''I'm sorry, Amy, about it all. There's too
much here, just to leave for you. I don't know what I want, but you don't
either. I don't want your home," he said, not just for her, but for the
cardboard world they'd all created. "Can't you see that?" he ftnished,
knowing for sure he was crying.
"No," she said simply. "I don't really think I can, Marvin. I'm
sorry, too, that I ever tried to help someone like you. But I hope someone
can, eventually." Then she moved down the sidewalk, with a final, regretful
glance.
"Amyl" he screamed, as the rain began a slow change to sleet. "I
hope something for you too," he called, never able to tell if she'd heard him,
but wanting to say it badly. "I hope someday you'll remember me, maybe,
and what it's like to dream."
But she was too far gone by then, and for once, there was more he
needed to say. He dropped to the moist concrete as she slammed her red
door. He wondered if she'd always been too far gone, as he said it softly,
one last time. "Amy," he said, and crawled to the Cardboard Jesus which
he'd somehow forgotten . .It was slowly falling, under the thick raindrops,
upon imaginary, cardboard knees. The crayon had mostly run off, mixing
into colorful, muddy puddles at its beautifully scribbled feet. And from each
of the crayon eyes, a few pulpy, cardboard tears rolled down, across his
Christ's body.
"Harvey?" he sobbed, but no one answered. Within a few minutes,
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the Cardboard Jesus collapsed into a brown, mushy heap. By then he was
sober, finding himself wishing he could remember what the sun had looked
I~~
)
Harvey lay a hand on his shoulder, unexpectedly, but his voice was
gentler than Marvin recalled. "So it's gone now, isn't it?"
Marvin was far too tired to answer, from the ground, but he sniffled.
"I guess that happens," Harvey continued, as he stood up. "You
were right, though, you know. I"m sure you'll get by. We'll all get by, I
think. And maybe we'll run into each other sometime," he said, and Marvin
could see him smile, against a muddy sky. Then, the rain pulled him away,
and it was all over, finally.
Marvin watched him stumble unsteadily down the washed out street.
It was the saddest thing he'd ever seen, as Harvey went away, to wherever
he was headed.
Pushing his hair out of his eyes, Marvin laughed, right out loud, for
a small town wouldn't. "Goodbye," he said, as he fell into a very dark, yet
quiet sleep. It rained, rather severely, for November.

Sunday

By then he was awake, and feeling a bit better than he had. It
wouldn't be long until a new social worker came, to take care of a sorry old
bum. But there was still work to do, he realized, as he created a future. He
needed to make the Cardboard Jesus, one last time, because there was a
purpose. A world that waited, for him.
"Did you do it yourselfl" they'd asked him, during those cloudy
days, and Marvin thought he'd always known the answer. But he found that
he hadn't, really.
No, he'd figured it out by that Sunday morning, that he did not work
alone. He colored carefully, and as the first, lonesome snowflakes danced
to earth, he became quite sure of that. Someone else was there, all around
him, watching. the world carefully.
Strangely enough, the Cardboard Jesus slowly began to resemble
Harvey, wherever he was. And most of all during those days, Marvin
believed they might see each other again. It was a dream, you might say.
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Crosstime
by Miranda Cotter
A young man walked through a field of death; heads without bodies,
bodies without limbs, bloody, filthy scenes of destruction and horror. Here
could be seen a Highland kilt, there a broken c1aymere, but most of the
bodies were in English uniform, or the breeches fashionable in the lowlands.
A temporary victory, 'but the generals knew only too well how went the war.
As he picked his way across a string of kilted figures, voices came
drifting past them. Snatches of song brought cheers of "freeman stand or
freeman fa', let him follow me." The boy's pace increased as the voices
became louder. As he came to the hill, a cheer went up. He peered around
the men in front of him, and saw - him.' Charles Edward Stuart, Bonnie
Prince Charlie, rightful heir to the Scottish throne. All the hopes and dreams
of the Celtic people were personified in this one man, this one hero, who,
like his father before him, pursued liberation for the Scottish people, giving
them something to work for, something to fight for. He, called a Pretender
by the English, was lord already of the hearts and minds of all Scots patriots.
Bloody England, with all of its 'Anglo-Saxon' pride, would not for one
moment kill the dreams of freedom for the Celts, who hoped against hope for
a true Scottish king. Not since 1714 had a Stuart ruled, and Anne was no
true Stuart, but the daughter of a Hollander, even though his wife was a
Stuart.
As the boy watched t1)ePfince, a man approached. "Hello, laddiel
I've not been remembering ye, and I thought ye might be new to the camp.
But newcomers always be welcome, if they come to fight for Prince Charlie
and Scottish lawl Ah, but I've not been intraducin' meself. Me name is
Allen Donaldson, and I be of the Donald clan, 'though ye must be guessin'
that already. Now, lad, who might ye be?"
He opened his mouth to answer, then realized, "I ... don't know.
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I can't remember ... who I am ... or ... how I got here ... or ... anything.
I just ... can't remember."
Allen's face darkened. He looked at him quizzically. "What
'appened, lad? Did ye 'it your head on a rock, or somethin'?"
"Not that I remember ... but then, I can't remember much. All I do
know is that I have an enormous headache.
"Well, that explains it, lad. If another person said that, I'd be
accusing him of bein' aspy, but ye dinna talk like a Sassenach, though not
much like a Highlander neither. Ah,. but I must be intraducin' ye to ·the
men, and most 'specially the General. He'll be havin' a special interest in
ye, since ye canna remember yeself, and he be also in charge of new troops,
so ye must be meetin' him."
A wave of excitement washed over the boy, although why he would
be excited he didn't know. But he felt a strange sense of history, of past,
that had no reason, no purpose, yet it engulfed him as totally as if he knew,
absolutely, that this was past, an exciting past of dreams and legends, yet he
couldn't tell why, or by what force he knew this was so, and still he believed
with every facet of his being that this must be true, must be so; that this was
too deep for imagination and too real for a daydream. This was pure, this
was real, but this was something he could never prove, like a waking dream.
But there was a memory of a different place, a place of sand, and
slaves, and pyramids; and as they walked towards the camp, he slipped out
of this reality, and into another. ...
Suddenly there was a snap, and he felt a whip on his back. Bare
back. This startled him, he thought a moment ... and realized he wasn't
wearing anything. But thinking on that had to be postponed, as he was
suddenly brought out of his reverie by the wbip. Pain shot through every
nerve, and he sank into a wave of lightheadedness. Someone was shouting
at him ... they wanted to do something, he didn't know what. A shovel was
thrust into his hands .... "Digl" a voice yelled. He pushed the shovel into the
ground ... and faint~ dead away.
He came to in a mudhole. Like a hundred other children he had
been thrown face first into the muddy banks of the Nile, where either he
would wake·or drown, and the masters didn't care which. With much effort
he pulled himself up out of the filthy hole, then staggered the short distance
to the river, and drank. This refreshed him immensely, and he stood up, tall
and proud. But his pride was shattered as quickly as it had come when an
obviously haughty man wearing a bejeweled loincloth sneered at him, "Well,
If
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dog, you've gotten yourself out of the mud. Fortunate you. We cannot have
slaves fainting on the excavations: it slows the work too much. If such a
small amount of pain hurts you so badly, we cannot have you working here.
Now, fool, go home and lie under the feet of your mother where you can
perhaps do some good! But do not think to get off so easily.· Your time will
come. "
He turned around, confused, anger shooting through his every pore.
Such strange feelings, experiences, ideas he had never even imagined before.
All he could think of was that he had to run, had to get away, or something
absolutely terrible would happen. If he stayed here, under the merciless sun,
bare and parched, he would lose not only his pride, but his life. All his
dreams and aspirations seemed out of another time, another life, but they
belonged to him, and him alone, even more now that men called him slave,
and he must run or die.
Then it seemed as if the very wind had gone into him, and he ran as
if a devil chased him. On and on, faster and faster he sped, although to
where was unknown to him. As he ran, sight faded, and awareness, until he
seemed to be running in a sea of mist, and consciousness was fleeting. He
was dimly aware of a group of well armed men, and an animal, huge, hairy,
fighting each second to keep alive. Vaguely, a scene passed before his eyes,
an evil dance of blood and murder, as the boar ran from man to man,
sometimes being speared, but much more often gouging the hunters,
throwing them about like toys on a string, as if it was the master, and they
the slaves, circling and dodging, trying to escape death, to remain in the only
life they knew, although so very few succeeded. The boar charged yet
again, this time in a direction that must be his. He was calm: somehow,
this was not real, not true enough to inspire a reaction. As he sat there,
simply watching, the hunters looked at him as if he were mad. Perhaps he
was. The boar approached quickly, too quickly, but still no reaction was
inspired. Closer, closer, closer ....
And the scene dissolved into fire. But this was something ...
extraordinary. Then he saw the circular edge of the fire, saw the tongues of
flame reaching out from the rest of the inferno, and then it hit him. That
was no flame, that was the sun! And he was rushing into it, faster, and
faster, and faster ....
He was thrown against a wall, cold and hard, and was stunned for
a moment. But only a moment. Suddenly ~e was aware of the dense city,
the multitude of people chanting, the tor~hlight, and a feeling that these
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people were here out of some miraculous hope, unlike anything he'd ever
imagined. Then the chanting formed into discernible words, and he
suddenly, with great surprise, realized who they were calling for. "Leninl"
the multitude cried. Lenin. The founder of communist Russia, the man who
had inspired the revolution. But that's impossible, he thought, despairingly.
Lenin died ... over a hundred years before I was born! Then he realized .
he remembered somethingl .He tried to remember more ... he was John .
John something. Memories surged, and faded, and were gone. But he knew
his name. That, at least, was something.
In the background, he heard a voice, and as he pulled himself out of
his thoughts they became clearer. He heard things fair and strong, of
revolution, and of freedom, things he realized came from Lenin himself. As
the speech concluded, a cheer went up. The people, torches blazing, hearts
full, were surging toward the man who had set their hearts aflame. They
ran, forgetting all else, but John, not in the same excitement, not running,
was quickly upset. He struck the ground, and began to fade ....
From the noise and the cold, a welcome change occurred. He found
himself in a carpeted hall, quiet, and calm. Moving to rise, he was hugely
surprised when he shot up, and hit his head on the ceiling. After the
ricochet wore itself out, he tried again to get up, much more carefully. This
time he remained on the floor. Gravity was low, but fortunately existent.
That must mean it's a planet, and not deep space. He continued down the
hallway, carefully. Voices were coming from somewhere down the hallway;
he followed them. As he came nearer, they became discernible. It seemed
very formal. Quietly he crawled into the room, which was furnished with
lush magnificence. A deep blue carpeted the floor, and a lustrous shade of
midnight blue, almost black, covered high backed chairs and elegant couches,
and tapestries depicting scenes of wondrous and alien beauty adorned the
walls. A man and a woman stood on the dais at the front of the chamber,
the woman speaking.
"... negotiations have gone through, and we are ready to relinquish
our claim. It has been a ... hard time, and we have caused you many
problems, but I'm sure you will govern yourselves with decency and honor.
May fortune favor your efforts."
Applause cascaded from across the hall. People much taller than
anything in John's experience rose, and be.aming faces shone across the
room. Then the noise stopped, as quickly as if a curtain of silence had
spread itself across the room. The man on the platform stood, and John saw
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that this person was taller even than the others, tall as a tree, thin as a
willow, showing an overwhelming elegance, which was equaled only by his
charisma. This person could be compared only to a Greek god, a Heracles,
radiating power, restrained, yet mightier than any general or king yet known.
Every eye turned on him, and he spoke.
"We have been freed from the torment of the Planet. All members
of the Council of Luna, come with me. Matters of much import are waiting
to be discussed. Madame President?" John saw what seemed like a train of
dignitaries walking toward him, and he tried to move, but the ability had left
him. He fell into a dead faint, and knew no more ...
When he awoke, he found himself in the ruins of a great building.
. Sunlight streamed through the cracks in the vaulted ceiling, illuminating dust
and rock. He ventured outside the building, but was quickly driven back
inside by the blinding sun and intense heat. Outside, vegetation burned,
trapping people and animals. The stench of burning hair and flesh
overwhelmed him, pushing him back from the window. A sickening scream
of intense pain and suffering echoed off of buildings, amplifying and
duplicating it until it seemed a thousand screams. A chill ran through him,
but was quickly pushed back by the terrible heat. Suddenly the roof
collapsed. A heavy piece of stone hit his leg, and he yelped in pain. Yet
this pain was overwhelmed by the intense heat pouring through the nowflaming roof, making his hair burn and his flesh melt. He screamed in
agony, pain he had never imagined and could not understand hitting every
nerve, until the skin was burned away, leaving him with a bloody hulk,
totally out of control, yet he was still conscious, his nerves flaming through
the dying network, setting his brain as much afire as his body. He gathered
his energy for a final howl.. ..
.. .and sat up in bed, screaming, but he was somehow too weak to
make it more than a silent scream. Although whole, and somehow safe, he
could still feel the burning pain, and an echo of the intense heat from before.
Barely holding on to consciousness, a revelation ceased him. Mixed with the
adventures he had so recently known were deeper memories, of family and
friends - and most wonderfully, his name. He was John Mortcliff. Such a
simple revelation, yet it brought him such pleasure as he could not
remember. But in the wonder of it all he lost his threadbare hold on
consciousness, and he slipped into a deep and healing sleep.
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Untitled
by Jessica Scheidt
I am going home tomorrow: hornet it is almost incomprehensible.·
I have lived so long in deception that it is hard to imagine a place without
their suspicion lurking near me. The Spanish Churcht which over this last
year almost brought my death through torturet now is giving me my
freedomt though they do not know it. They believe they are sending me on
a pilgrimaget and I will be back in a year t but I am going to escape back to
Ashquelont my home. Allah is calling me, and I go knowing the past is
overt and the future comes.

* * *
Slipping like a thieft jumping from shadow to shadow t I made my
way out of town and down the forested slope to the river. The first Friday
of the crescent moon in that month had arrivedt and I crept towards the
mosque in the woods. Not really a mosque at alit and nowhere close to
satisfactory t the small circle of trees with a large stone that served as an altar
was the best we could do. The Spanish have outlawed any religion except
Roman Catholic.
If we had thought it safe enough, we would have
worshiped in our woods every Friday. Those loathsome creatures called
Spaniardst howevert would have noticed our absence and sent the dreaded
Inquisition upon us. We still tried to pray five times adaYt though we often
could not.
Walking the path that I had walked to many times beforet I thought
of my native home. Spanish soldiers had come and wrenched me from my
familYt away from freedom. Ashquelont full of flowing silks in reds and
golds, moving silhouettest and iaughter t was my hometown in Palestine.
Scurrying figures greeted passersby, while others danced to a loud melody
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jangling and thumping from tiny gold bells and rich wooden drums.
Sometimes, a small group of poor dotted the streets, but they were rare, for
Muslims gave portions of their wages to the unfortunate. Because people
were more interested in becoming friends, no suspicion marred their glances.
When I walked through the dusty streets of market, people waved and smiled
at me. They recognized me even with my face covered with a veil I wore
with pride as a Muslim girl.
Spaniards brought me to the town Lorca, in the province of Murcia,
Spain, to carry out my life sentence of servitude for being of the Islamic
faith. The day I arrived the sky was dark from an impending storm, casting
Lorca into a dreary fog of browns and grays. Mud and human waste coated
the streets, veiling with dirt the vast numbers of poor that scattered about like
the rats. Throughout the entire city choruses cried out their wails of despair,
but none was louder than my own.
I brought my thoughts back to the dark world I was forced to live in,
as I drew nearer to the grove of trees. Nodding my head towards three other
people in our group, I approached Bihzad, our leader in prayer.
"Salaam, Bihzad."
"Ab, Fatima. Salaam," he replied, turning around. Radiating
defiant dignity, Bihza~ stood watching over the small congregation. He was
granted the great responsibility of the role of Imam, the one who started the
prayers called Salat. He gave us faith in Allah and in ourselves to continue
in our Islamic beliefs.
With a motion of his hand, Bihzad directed me to the small stream.
Using structured motions, I dutifully washed my face, hands, and feet. Now
prepared for prayer, I took my place with two other women, as required,
behind the four men who, in turn, stood behind the Imam. Although small,
our group kept the beliefs that Mohammed had once spoken of as well as any
mosque in Palestine. I knew however these Spaniards oppressed us, they
could not suppress the mighty Allah.
Imam began the Salat, and though Mecca was far in the East, it
seemed I could see the Kaaba as I prayed towards the holy shrine in
Jerusalem. We spoke from the Alkoran, not needing to look in the sacred
book. All of us had been lucky enough to have completed our memorization
of the book before being captured. In our youth, as a duty of love for Allah,
our parents enlisted tutors to help us study the Alkoran. I believed the task
would be useless, for I could read from one of the many copies available to
me. Now I realized the value of having the words of the Alkoran engraved
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in my·mind, not one of the books existed in this accursed country.
We kneeled with deliberate slowness, still praying, and bowed deep
to Allah. The aged scent of earth roused my nostrils open as my face
brushed the grass. Oh, the wonders of Allah, that His kindness allowed Him
to give so much beauty, even to those wretched Spaniards. Our prayers
drew to an end, and as we departed, a glint of hope returned to our lives,
and in our words a fresh current of renewal echoed our faith to Allah. We
knew someday He would save us and return us home.

* * *
"Fatima. Come down here. Hurry."
Mary Beth Rose, better known as Rosemary, bellowed at me from
below. As the chatelaine, Rosemary took charge of the servants and kept the
affairs of the household in order. Rosemary, the only one who knew of my
Islamic beliefs and the expeditions into the woods, taught me about her own
Catholic ways. Yet she knew I would still follow Allah and respected that.
She believed as long as I did not try to teach my religion to the other
servants, I could worship however I wanted. Rosemary had educated me in
such things as the prophet Jesus'iwhom the Catholics glorified into the Son
of God, or at least I knew enough to convince others I had converted. She
took me to mass on Sundays, where I prayed and sang the hymns. Though
Allah and God are two different names, I believe they are the same god.
The Catholics were so close-minded they could not imagine this concept.
The role of Jesus was the major difference in the religions. I did not think
it was possible for God to have a son, for wouldn't the son be a god too?
However, the Catholics and I both believe in only one god, so how could
Jesus be the son of God, yet not retain any godlike powers? It is more likely
that Jesus was just a prophet, like Mohammed the prophet who made Allah
and the Islamic religion known to the people. So when I sang of Jesus, I
sang of him as only a prophet.
I was up already, and almost done with prayer. In the morning, I
worshiped without fear of discovery. Ending my prayer, I stood up after a
hasty bow. The rough wool of my prayer cloth caught on my calloused
hands. Bright bands of reds, golds, greens, and blues still showed, though
a bit duller than when I first received it.
The cloth remained mine only by luck. When the Spaniards stormed
my parents' house, taking me to become a slave, I had time only to grab the
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cloth. Even as they dragged me away I was shoving it down the front of my
dress. The soldiers would have taken it but for the confusion.
"Fatima?"
Rosemary was a patient person, but that time her calling seemed
urgent. I pushed the worn prayer cloth under my sleeping mat, and reached
for the door handle. Glancing out the window, I noticed the sun was not yet
up, though just about to.
"I'm not late," I thought. "Wonder what is so urgent?" I became
worried, and almost slid down the stairs, making a none-too-quiet entrance.
Rosemary was circling the room, eyes shooting about seeking
somewhere to land, while her hands clenched and released over and over.
She saw me and flung out her arms and engulfed me. Her next words
clarified everything, sharpening my fear to a deadly spike.
"Fatima, it's the Inquisition. They've come for you."
Dread blasted through me, leaving me to drown in a sea of unreality.
Again I became the child who was taken from her home, lost and confused,
while unfeeling hands shoved her onto a slave ship. "By Allah, they will kill
me. " Another stampede of fear thundered through me as I realized the
words I had just uttered could have killed me had the Inquisitors been in this
room and not the next.
"Hush, Fatima. Admit nothing, you will devise a way out of this.
If not, then your Allah will save you. "
I flashed a grateful smile at Rosemary. She was my lone friend in
this forsaken place. Although the time was not suited to such a thought, I
recalled that the herb rosemary stood for remembrance. "Will remembrances
be all I have of this woman if the Inquisitors take me to one of th.eir las
carceles' secretas, the secret prisons where people are tortured into
confession? Torture. Oh, Allah, save me. "
Rosemary shuffled me into a room and addressed the somber men
sitting on the couch. "Fray Rafael, Fray Tomas. Here is Fatima."
She left with a whisk of her skirts and shut the door, leaving me
staring in bewilderment at the two men. They were stark contrasts to the
lavishness of the room. Two tall windows with curved tops let in the sun
through the opposite wall, and lighted candles in carved candlesticks speared
the gray of the lurking shadows. On the walls the richness of dark
mahogany wood reflected the sparse light. Green embroidered couches with
maroon accents mimicked the heavy curtains and lush carpets.
In these elegant surroundings sat two men of fierce dignity. Neither
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wore shoes, and their Dominican habits were made of the coarsest material.
Their squinting eyes peered with suspicion from their bulging, shaved heads.
"Sit down, Fatima."
I sat with slow caution on an overstuffed chair as Fray Tomas
continued.
"Fatima, we have discovered you are committing acts that will damn
your soul into the fires of Hell."
"I do not understand," I lied.
"We know of your heathen congregations in the woods. We know
you still folJow your barbaric Muslim ways. Confess your crimes, and we
will give you a mild punishment."
Mild punishment indeed. I had heard of the pain and death the
Inquisition had caused. I would not denounce Allah. I would not give upl
"I know naught of what you speak," I replied, trying to maintain my naive
facade .

.Fray Rafael spoke next. "Fatima, you leave us no choice. We must
take you away to a place of confession ... "
"To drive false words from me with torturel" I yelled, my hatred
biting out at the two friars.
"We must cause pain now only to spare you the pains of an eternity
of damnation. Come, Fatima, we must go."
"Wait. I, urn, have to get my shawl. It gets cold in dungeons, I
hear," bitterness oozing out of every word.
"Very well, but hurry. "
I ran to my room, and took my prayer cloth out from under my mat.
Wiggling out of the top part of my dress, I wrapped the cloth around my
torso. I squirmed back into my top, buttoned it up, and grabbed my shawl.
The friars were waiting at the bottom of the stairs for me, and as we
walked out of the house, Fray Tomas coolly addressed Rosemary.
"Farewell, Mary Beth Rose. May God save Fatima's soul."
"Good-bye, Rosemary. I love you," I murmured.
"Someday God will send you home," she whispered back.
Although I knew that God and Allah were the same, they seemed
divided now, and I couldn't help but wonder, "Her God or mine?"

* * *
The foul smell of human waste jerked me awake. Oh Allah, has it
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been seven months since I came to this continuing dance where blood, grime,
and evil circle around me? Where screeching laughter echoes in my head,
magnifying my pain tenfold? Here they come again. The Alguazils, the
bringers of torment. Sometimes they just brought food, but every three days
or so they took me to be tortured. No breakfast today--they would not want
me to retch on their precious machines. Cringing from the approaching
figures was unthinkable, for the pain brought by that small action would have
been too much to bear. One of the men sneered at me and grabbed my
arms. I screamed, but he ignored me and pushed onward.
Their normal "method of confession" was to coat my feet in lard and
then burn it off with a torch. My feet were still raw from that, and the
alguazil roughly grasped my elbow and pulled me up. Fray Rafael loomed
over me as I entered the torture room.
"Will you confess, Fatima?"
My intense glare at the wall behind him was wordless response.
Today, the alguazils brought me to a new contraption, a strange ladder
device at a tilt against the wall, the potro. They attached me upside down,
fastened leather straps around my ankles and wrists, and placed a metal bar
in my mouth to keep it open. My nostrils were plugged and a linen cloth
was put over my face.
"What are they going to do? Suffocate me?" my thoughts screamed.
They began to pour cloudy water into my mouth, and I gagged and
gurgled on the acrid taste of sewer water. My eyes shut tight, but tears
slipped out between the lids, sliding back up over my eyes and down the
sides of my forehead. My tongue bent up trying to block the water, but the
bar denied any form of rebellion. Thrashing my head only got the water all
over me.
"Lie still, ya 'ittle vixen. You'i11 pay for yer sins," the alguazil spat
at me.
I bit hard on the metal bar cutting my mouth open. The blood
melted with the foul water, giving it a metallic edge. In my head, I could
hear the words I longed to cry out.
"Just let me die. I can't stand this place any longer. Allah, take me
away from this paint" Just when I felt I would reach the blessed relief of
death, they stopped and removed the soiled rag.
"Fatima; confess. It is all you can do to save your ,Soul."
Another glare from me.
"You need not fear death from us. Through confession, you will be
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sent on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land."
Although I knew I shouldn't believe them, I allowed myself to feel
an emotion I thought I'd never feel again, hope. If I could return anywhere
in the Holy Land, I would have a real chance for freedom and the return to
my family. Hoping that Allah would forgive me, I prayed that they would
believe my confession.
"Yes, I was a Muslim. I worshipped Allah. Forgive me. Oh,
please forgive me. Save me from my wicked sins!" Encouraged by the
softening look in Fray Rafael's face, I went on. "May God spread mercy
upon me. Say it is not too late to save my soul," I whimpered, almost
letting my relief show. I had managed to say things that referred to Allah
and God as one, as they should be. I would never be a Catholic, but I could
still pray to Allah, I would just call him God instead. My excitement flew
into a blood-pumping race as I realized I could play a converted Catholic
while still staying faithful to Allah. In this state of euphoria, I almost went
into fits of laughter when I thought how the priests would react if they found
out I prayed to Allah in their own church!
"Praise be to God! She has confessed."
The alguazils didn't seem too convinced, but they had no say in the
matter. They look me down, and returned me to my cell. For once I felt
no pain or fear, just an all-consuming joy.

* * *
Loaded on a boat bound for Palestine, the comforting, if grungy, feel
of my prayer cloth scratched my chest. I survived the three months of
planning and preaching by the friars, all without betraying Allah, for when
I said "God" I meant both Allah and God, and when I spoke of Jesus, he was
still just a prophet. The friars did not notice the difference.
They expect me to come back in a year, but it will be easy enough
to escape in the huge crowds of Jerusalem. Then my only challenge will be
getting to Ashquelon. I have friends in Jerusalem who will help me. I am
thrilled to be able to return to Allah with my open devotion. He will be
pleased, and, at last, so will I. After years of torment, suspicion, and
despair, I turn now to a land of my past to find hope in the future.
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Two Different Worlds
by Dana Lamers
Amanda looked out the small train window and stared out into the
distance. It had been weeks since she had seen anything familiar to her; and
her legs yearned to stand on solid ground. Yet as soon as she thought of
arriving at the small town in Montana, her heart raced, and her stomach
seemed to jump to her throat. Her hands began to sweat, and she clasped the
railing next to her seat with the little strength she had left. Her heavy mind
was filled with doubt. In a matter of days she would see the face of her
husband for the first time. She would cook supper for a man she barely
. knew; but then she reminded herself of her past. The loneliness she had
dealt with in England was unbearable and she felt sure that signing up to be
a mail order bride was the right thing, if not the only thing she could do to
improve her way of life.
An hour away in Rawlins, a quiet town in Montana, Bryan slowly
pushed his horses on as he traveled down a dusty country road. He ran his
fingers through his coarse, dark brown hair and let out a long sigh. For so
long his mind had been heavy with the pressures of his ranch. He wished
he had someone to talk to, to confide in; a sudden pang of loneliness shot
through his heart; but in the back of his mind he felt a bit of hope. He
pictured someone making the long trip over from England. When he
pictured this girl, a chill ran down his spine. He still couldn't believe he had
actually signed up to order a wifel Everything he knew about her was
imprinted on a small manilla card that he had been sent from the coordinator
of this process. He pictured the card and his mind flashed the familiar
words:
Taylor, Amanda 5'4 from: Manchester,
Should arrive
England, 22 years old.
August 20. If delayed, you will be notified
by the stagecoach office.
H
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"Bryan and Amanda Stanford," Bryan muttered, putting his name
with hers. "Lord, please help us to be right for each other."
As he tied up his horses, he realized he had gotten there forty-five
minutes early. He started to walk down the streets of the small town. He
stopped at Smith's General Store and walked in. He then came upon the
cloth section. He realized he had nothing to give his soon-to-be wife. He
picked out some pretty green fabric. A few minutes later he walked out with
a package under his arm.
Bryan began to relax as he waite<!near the stagecoach office, but as
soon as the sound of horses' hooves against the dry ground grew louder and
louder, Bryan's anxiety slowly flooded back.
The black stagecoach came to an ab~pt stop, and the driver jumped
out to open the door for the passengers. Bryan took a few steps forward
while his heart pounded faster than he thought possible. First an older man
and woman came out, then a sophisticated looking businessman with a
moustache and wire rimmed glasses, carrying a briefcase. Last came a
young lady. She had wavy, long brown hair; she was dressed in an older
blue flowered dress and had a pleasant but nervous look on her face. The
small businessman stepped forward and took a piece of paper out of his
pocket and announced, "Excuse me, but are you Bryan Stanford?"
"I'm Bryan," he spoke quietly.
''I'm here to fill your orders for a bride and to make sure the
wedding ceremony and so forth goes as planned." The man spoke with
authority and power in his voice.
Amanda smiled, but inside she was a wreck. She hated the way she
was being treated like property; things were hard enough already. Let'sget
this uncomfortable part over with. She glanced over at the man with brown
hair. He was tall and muscular. Amanda couldn't believe she was meeting
the man she was waiting for.
"Amanda Taylor," he pointed at the brown haired woman, "this -is
Bryan Stanford." He pointed to the tall, more muscular man. The two
walked toward each other and shook hands, their eyes locked, and Bryan
broke the silence by saying, "It's nice to meet you, Amanda."
Amanda felt a chill go down her spine as she heard Bryan say her
name for the first time. She simply said, "It's nice to meet you, too."
Now the rest of the afternoon was ahead of them. First, they would
all eat lunch together at the hotel restaurant. There were arrangements 'made
for the wedding ceremonies at 2:30. Amanda took a deep breath to prepare
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herself for an unforgettable, exciting, but uncertain day.
The two strangers sat around the elegant dinner table wondering what
to talk about. Although they knew almost nothing about each other and
plenty of questions were flying through their heads, no one said a word. The
air seemed heavy with emotions.
Finally, Bryan worked up the nerve to ask Amanda about her life in
England. She didn't know how to respond. She didn't want him to think
she was a pessimistic person or that she was fussy, but her life in England
had been very difficult. England wasn't the paradise that it was sometimes
made out to be, unless one were rich. The upper class people seemed to be
elegant and well-known, but the lower classes lived a poor, hard life. They
seemed to work harder than the upper class, but they got less money, credit
and respect. 'Pte social status had a lot to do with the family one was born
into. Unfortunately, Amanda was born into a poor family. Her mother died
in childbirth with her and her father of scarlet fever when she was eight.
She was raised by her grandma, whom she loved very much, but because of
her grandmother's old age, Amanda was forced to leave the house every day
for eight hours to work. Last year her grandma had died, and it was nearly
impossible to live alone, so when she read about mail order brides she signed
up immediately, not because she wanted to, but because it was her only
choice. Now she felt embarrassed as she looked down at her ragged dress.
How could she say all this and not make Bryan feel uncomfortable. Simple,
she thought silently, keep my answer simple,' I can tell him more later.
"England is a very busy place right now; everyone is caught up in
business. "
"Was that your occupation?" Bryan asked.
Amanda looked down as she spoke, "I sold goods and f09d on the
streets of Manchester; I was a peddlar. "
"Oh." Now Bryan didn't know how to respond. His fiancee was
poor, maybe even homeless. He looked at her faded clothes. She probably

wanted to come here jor my money, not to find love. Another girl probably
would have been better jor me. She camejor wealth, notjor companionship.

A sudden wave of frustration swept over him.
On the other side of the table, Amanda cried inside. I should have

known that no one would accept me. I thought I could start a new life in
America, but I was wrong. I'm still as poor and unimportant as I was in
England .
.As the two walked down the streets of the small town of Rawlins,
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Amanda looked around.
The small farm town fit her better than
Manchester's busy city. The streets were less crowded in Rawlins, and
everyone seemed to be friendly. While Amanda checked out the town she
would reside in, Bryan walked down the streets with his hat tilted down a
little lower than usual.
Although he would never admit it, he was
embarrassed by Amanda. He wasn't embarrassed by the kind of person she
was, but by her appearance. He walked a bit faster to escape his anxiety.
The professional man they had met earlier was standing near the
front of the church next to the pastor. "Well, are you ready?" he asked as
the two walked into' the small country church together.
"Sure," Bryan responded unenthusiastically. They were introduced
to the pastor, an~ then the simple service began. It was definitely not the
wedding Bryan or Amanda had dreamed of. There were no special dresses
or suits, no family members or friends watching, no special music, and no
special meaning to the couple except for the promises of loyalty they were
exchanging.
After the wedding Bryan brought around the team of horses with all
of Amanda's belongings already packed in the back. They then began their
ride home through the countryside.
The ride home was very quiet; their minds, heavy. Amanda had
dreamed before she came what her new home might look like. Her mind
was buzzing with images of the house. Bryan wondered what Amanda
thought of him so far. Amanda's curiosity finally got to her. "What do you
do for a living?" she asked.
Bryan smiled; his farm was one thing he could never stop talking
about. He was proud of his ranch and he didn't hide that very well. He
began to tell about his cattle ranch, and everything involved with it. When
he was finished talking Amanda smiled and said, "It sounds like you've been
quite successful. "
Bryan began to smile but stopped abruptly. So that's what she's
getting at, he thought, she's after money again. His eyes became distant,
and he burned with anger. He quickly turned his horses down one last quick
. drive and then curved into the driveway of his cabin. It was a small house
with two bedrooms, with a kitchen and a parlor connected. The house was
almost surrounded with pine trees. There was a nice sized barn to the west
of the house. Far in the distance the tips of a few mountains were visible;
with the sun setting, it was a beautiful sight. "How beautifull" Amanda
gasped quietly.
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When the horses came to a stop, Bryan jumped down and helped
Amanda off her seat. After they walked up to the door, Bryan quickly
showed her around the house. He told her to make herself comfortable while
he brought in her bags. As Bryan walked out of the house, Amanda looked
around, not knowing how to make herself comfortable. She was feeling
better. The ride home seemed better, and she liked the house and the
beautiful setting around it, but still in the back of her mind Amanda sensed
something was wrong. She saw the hurt look on Bryan's face at the end of
their conversation on the way to the house. She tried to push those puzzled
feelings out of her mind as Bryan walked back into the house with her
luggage.
The couple spent the rest of the night settling into the house.
Although some moments seemed uncomfortable and most conversation was
impersonal, everything went all right.
The next morning Amanda woke up wondering if she was supposed
to make breakfast. She stood up slowly, first setting her small feet on the
cold, hard floor. She stood up, sliding her thin robe on, wishing she had a
warmer one; the years of wear had taken their toll on the fading white robe.
She stepped into the kitchen, finding a note on the table.

Thought you were probably tired, let you sleep. Food on the
counter, you can wann coffee. Make yourself at home, use
anything you want. I'll be home at 12:30 for lunch.
Bryan

Amanda felt her stomach sink. She had hoped she could have
breakfast with the man she married; instead she was spending her first
morning alone in an unfamiliar house. She looked through the cupboards for
plates, silverware, and cups. Although it was her house now, she felt as if
she were prying. As she ate her breakfast, she tried to decide what to do
with herself until 12:30. It seemed as if Bryan expected dinner, so she could
make that, but she didn't want to seem to be trying to take over. After she
finished eating, she washed the dishes with what she could find. Walking
outside she felt the warmth of the sunshine against her back. In the distance
she saw a figure working in the barn. Looking on the side of the house for
more wood, she added more wood to the fire that Bryan must have left
burning. All morning she tried to stay busy, cleaning around the house and
making lunch. She decided to take Bryan's advice and use any food she
wanted. She fried some leftover ham and used some homemade bread. She
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started to make some coffee, wondering what kind or how much food he
usually made for himself. Finding some apples in a barrel, she began to cut
them up. As she worked, she heard the stomp of work boots hitting the
hard, dusty ground, getting louder and louder. Suddenly, her stomach
seemed to tighten up, and she felt nervous allover again. "What am I doing
to myself1" she mumbled. The door slowly opened and Amanda turned her
head and uttered a quiet "hello."
"Good morning," said the voice Amanda had memorized already.
Bryan walked over to the wash tub and began to wash his soiled hands.
Amanda finished cutting up the apples and added them to the table, which
was already set. She quickly put the ham on a plate and turned to see Bryan
making his way to the table.
"Hungry?" Amanda tried to sound as cheerful as she could. She
hoped she could talk to Bryan during dinner.
"Sure," he answered bluntly. He was beginning to wish he had
never met Amanda. She wasn't what he expected and he felt hopeless about
his future. He was feeling sorry for himself and wasn't trying to make
things better.
After they had sat down and given thanks for the food, Amanda
began handing it to Bryan. She hoped he approved. of what she had made.
Bryan thought of the past few days as he ate. First he felt hopeful
and optimistic, then nervous, and finally disappointed. He wished he could
change the past few days and make them go smoother. Wondering why it
bothered him so much that Amanda came from a poor family, he began to
wish he could just dose his eyes and ignore everything going on around him.
After dinner Amanda started cleaning up. She knew something was
amiss while they ate. Bryan seemed almost disgusted with her. She
reviewed the past few days and tried to think if she had done or said
anything offensive. Her heart seemed heavy, and she thought she might cry,
but no tears came.
Amanda worked the rest of the afternoon washing, cleaning, and
cooking. She tried not to think about the problems she knew were
happening, but her mind wandered all afternoon.
At supper it was again a quiet meal. They both dreaded the rest of
the evening, which could be equally quiet. After Amanda had finished
cleaninR up, she had nothing else to do. Bryan sat in a chair next to the
fireplace. She went and sat down in the other rocking chair across the room
from him, not knowing what to do with herself. She began to rock back and
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forth. "How was your day?" Amanda asked, trying to start a conversation.
"Good," Bryan said quickly, not even looking up from his book.
Well, if he 's not going to talk, I will, she thought, becoming
frustrated. "What did you do?"
"Fed and took care of the cattle, fixed some equipment and stuff."
Why am I being questioned, he thought. I'm not in the mood/or this.
"By the way, should I do anything special tomorrow?" she persisted.
"Whatever," Bryan replied with a hint of disgust.
Amanda burned with anger. Why was she being treated like this?
She felt like yelling, like screaming I She wanted answers to all the questions
flying through her head, but she couldn't fight like that, it just wasn't the
way she did things. Taking a deep breath, Amanda began speaking calmly.
"Bryan, may I ask you something?"
"Yeah," he said, still reading his book.
"Please," Amanda said impatiently. Bryan let out a long sigh and
put down his book.
"I know there is something wrong, and if you're unhappy, I really
would feel better if I knew."
"There's nothing to worry about," Bryan said firmly.
"Well, I'm worried," Amanda persisted.
Bryan got up and walked over to the window. "I guess I am a little
concerned over your past. I don't know why you came, but I was hoping for
companionship. "
"Well, why do you think I would ask you all this if I didn't want the
same?"
Bryan shrugged, "I don't know; when you said you were poor in
England I just figured you came for money, 'cause you were so poor before
and.... "
Amanda looked down. "I thought this might have something to do
with that. Bryan, I signed up because of that, but there is more to it."
Amanda began to explain about Manchester. She told him how signing up
to be a mail order bride was her only choice. She expl~ined how she was
interested in more than money though. "I just wanted to make a new life for
myself here. "
.
Bryan walked over to Amanda. "I'm so sorry, I don't know what
to ... Oh, wait just a minute." ,Bryan ran into the bedroom and grabbed the
package he had bought the day before. He came back into the room and
handed her the package. "I know this doesn't make up for what I said, but
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open it anyway. "
She slowly opened the paper and picked up the beautiful fabric. "I
know this isn't much," he began to say, "but I noticed your dress was kind
of old, and this is a way to start anew."
"Bryan, this means more to me than you realize," Amanda said
through tearing eyes. "I really love it!" She gave Bryan a warm embrace.
"Thank you," she said, knowing that Bryan accepted her now. The
differences of the past wouldn't be a problem anymore. She smiled knowing
the long trip and all her insecurities were worth all the trouble.

46

Photograph
by James Wilson
I brushed my hand one more time over the photograph. The man in
it, an Indian, whose skin was old and worn--wooden. Wood that had been
fashioned once, into a tree maybe, but withered from no rain. It stood,
when all the rain had gone. Quiet. Dead. Still there.
Judging from the photograph, the old man must have been dead long
ago. His hair, long, in a knot on top of his head--Iike branches fumbling
upward to the sky--hadn't felt wet and heavy around his neck and cheeks in
years.
I couldn't see behind him; the picture was just a portrait, pulled from
some old magazine. Nothing but an old man's tired face. There must have
been wind though, his eyes were so creased, like they were trying to hide
from something.
I folded the picture twice, so that it would fit in my pocket. "No
changes. Ever," I said. I felt its thick, paper corners against my thigh for
half a second before they seemed to melt away--dulled.
I had found the picture in the library. It was lying in a corner;
probably ripped from one of the library's old magazines, which they kept
vaulted up somewhere in huge collections. All for the future to see. I had
no idea what magazine. There were no words on the page--only the
photograph.
It couldn't have been there long. People my age don't let things sit.
No one Can. Not things like that anyway--pictures of People that I've never
met.
. He was probably important, that Indian, to be in a magazine. Most
people never get seen that way at all--through coarse paper, years later.
Your own words are gone, not able to explain the wear on your face and
~es.
(
When I took the photograph, I didn't completely know what it was.
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Or, what I had done. I looked around the library first, making sure no one
saw me hide it in my pocket. My neck stretched a little in the effort--it felt
good.

The library was already too warm, too uncomfortable, to look at dust
covered volumes; it was made worse by the guilty secret of the photograph.
The day was not right for reading anyway, I could afford to miss it. There
were many more hours to spend. Reading.
Outside, the sky was overcast with warm rains falling tap, tap on the
sidewalk. I stopped underneath the cement overhang at the library's
entrance. For a few seconds I wanted to go back inside--where it was dry.
Then, in another moment, I plunged outward. I actually held my
breath.:.-thinkingI was going under water. The rain matted the thin straw of
my hair down flat against my head.
,
So, it wasn't until I got home, my clothes and face soaked, that I
finally got to look at the picture. I was glad, after a while. Everything had
always seemed so repressive, and the Indian's face knew it.
That night, I thought briefly about the picture. I could not form an
image of it in my mind. Nothing clear would come--only loose, disjointed
thoughts. Fractured emotions that I had felt while looking at the Indian.
Memories of memories--for this I was glad.
I forced myself asleep, not remembering what the photograph looked
like.

The next morning, it was no more clear. I crawled out of bed,
almost excitedly, to look at the forgotten image on the photograph. Once it
was before me again, the thoughts which I had vaguely recalled the night
before fit together once again.
They seemed free of the pretense that the books in the library carried
with them, free of the responsibility forcing me on one word after the other.
On and on.
In the photograph, I could see only the Indian, from the bottom of
his neck to the few strands that escaped his knotted hair. There was so much
there.
At the same time, it was so little. There was no profound message
lurking in the shadows under his eyes. There was no reason to inquire who
the man was. He was not a man. It was a photograph, nothing more.
I followed the rough lines of his face--the skin, beaten from its tight
shape. I could hear the tick of my clock work on and on. But the
photograph stayed the same. It didn't care what time it was. My eyes could
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see every inch of the picture at once; it didn't matter if I stared at it for an
hour or less than a second.
His face was sad, but no tragedy could unfold around his eyes. No
story could be extracted by squeezing the nearly two-dimensional paper.
And I was so happy.
Even now, as I write this, I forget what the photograph looks like.
I have to keep glancing at it, in order to get from one sentence to the next.
If there is sin I have committed one. I have sinned by putting all the
instantaneous eternity of that photo into words. It's taken me six months.
The movement from one day to the next, one letter, one sentence... It
shouldn't have been made.
Now you can look at these pages and know, in a watered down,
ineffective way, what I see when I look at the photograph. I don't think
anyone is better for it. Tomorrow, I'll go to the library whether it is raining
or not. I'll get lost among its shelves for hours--no matter how warm, or
how dusty.

49

Windows
by Andrea Urbiel
!

She was a young writer. She loved windows. Every window of her
1902 house had a different story for every different day and every different
time of day.

. The man faced Michigan Avenue as he sat on the crumbling step of
the store front. The boot without his foot stood next to the boot with his foot.
He stretched his bare brown foot to the blue December sky.

\ She smiled. This was one of her better ones. And it was reall She
saw it and brought it to life with her own pen. Of course, his foot didn't
smell. The window prevented that.

A white window frame holding the clear glass panes and a white lace
cunain holding the clear curly flowers welcomed the winter white snowflakes
holding the clear cold winter wind.

What wonderfully written double-yousl Double you for windows.
Double you. Double me. Even that was clever. She was a young writer
and she eyen made truth a clever thing. She thought about truth and
cleverness and looked out another window.

Red. The cardinal landed. Brown. The branch quivered. I leaned
over and pressed my face against the cold Christmas window.
Nothing. It
,
was gone.

And it was real! Cold Christmas window. That was the best part-mostly because of the window. Her notebook was filling up fast. Soon it
would be published. Then everyone could see through her windows. But
how could they? How could she? Publishing companies didn't just knock
on doors--or windows for that matter--and ask if you had anything to be
published. Even if they did,how would she know the difference between the
knocks of a Girl Scout, a neighbor, or a Jehovah's witness? How could she
open her book to the world if she wouldn't even open her door? This might
be a problem.
She took her eyes off the problem and thrust them out yet another
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window. The world out there didn't have problems. Once more, the pen
flew.

I couldn't hear my feet crunch the snow because Vivaldi's
"Primavera" filled my hood. I couldn't hear the van's bass booming, either.
I felt the cold. I felt the vibration. I heard the silence of an ambulance
parked before a house on Christmas morning.

That one was an experiment in fiction. She didn't know if snow
really crunched; it just looked like it might. She didn't know if a body could
feel the vibration of a gangsta rap on its own--without a window to transmit
it. She realized that this wasn't just an experiment in fiction. It was a lie.
She drew a big X through that entry and moved to the next window. Before
she arrived, she carefully made a note to herself so she would remember to
disregard the X on that entry. She liked it too much. Her book could have
two sections. The first--the truth--could be called "Photographs." The
second--the one that could stretch the truth--she would call "Paintings."
Since I am a great writer, I must write about the night. Since it is
night outside my window, I will write about the night now. I will give my

version of night to the world. The sun tagged the street light as it slid off the
sky.

She scribbled out everything except the last sentence. By this simple,
sweet sentence they would know of her greatness. They didn't need lofty
explanations. Besides, it sounded too forced--toq conventional. She wrote
the first three sentences again, this time in the margin, for herself.
Suddenly she remembered the window at the bottom of the stairs.
The fence of her memory had shut it out for so long. It was a corner
window, her favorite one as a child. The gate slowly creaked open. Maybe
she was ready to look again. Nol She slammed it shut and forgot again.
The next window was waiting.

Rachel sprayed her name on her own garage. Jesus loves Rachel.

This one could go with "Photographs." It was completely real--no
stretching, no brushing. It was just a glance through the window and a flash
of the shutter. She was surprised that she remembered Rachel's name. It
was so long ago that they ran through the alley together, playing "Chase" in
the neighbors' yards and throwing pebbles at The Hag's window. She
wondered if The Hag still lived. She would not throw alley pebbles now,
though it used to be great fun. For one thing, there were no alley pebbles
in an attic. For another, she would not now even dream of threatening the
life of a window. Windows were her sight, her work, and her life.
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But these thoughts just got in the way. She prayed that the next
window would only contain the exciting and unfamiliar--none of that
sentimental crap. Rachel had delayed the progress of her book and at the
same time helped it along a great deal. She was thankful for the image:
corrupted innocence defaming the work of her own honest father with some
infatuated graffiti. The memories were a different story. They just got in
the way.
At the next window, she grew completely impatient. She couldn't
focus on the outside because thoughts of the corner window invaded. Her
pen couldn't stay still and wait for something out there to happen. Her hand
shook. It had not shaken more violently since the emergency room. She
channeled all of her energy into her hand, to quiet it. The pen must not be
dropped I If the pen was dropped, the book would end, and she would have
no hope.
She knew that only the corner window could calm the hand.
Memories couldn't be stopped, so they must be allowed to flood with full
force. She tried to deny this thought of cleansing one last time.
The neighbor's yard from above ... doors stacked ... doors with

windows ... windows stacked ... from my windQw ... the junk man's yard ...
the junk man's windows ... my windows ...

It didn't work. Writing didn't work. She had to see the corner
window. Her earthquake hands struggled to put the pen in its home, its
secure place inside the wire spiral of the notebook. The pen fell. It rolled
in slow motion down the stairs. In one instant she saw the stairs, the pen,
and the corner window. She wheeled to the edge and went crashing down.
As she flew by, she futilely tried to grab the pen, which was still rolling in
slow motion. It was a wonder it hadn't run out in all those years. It was a
good pen.
She looked up the stairway. She didn't even know when the last
time she did that was. The pen toddled on the edge of a step three feet
above her. Her bloody hand reached through the spiky remains of the corner
window. The other hand tried to reach the pen. The book was in the snowcovered garden, the black words smeared by December's cold gift. She
couldn't reach the book either. The toppled wheelchair's weight on her torso
reminded her that she would never again reach the top of the stairs. She
would never again see her windowed attic prison, with its ugly brown inside.
The corner window was broken. And she was free.
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Grandma and I
by Erica Jensen
Thanksgiving day my relatives and I crowded into my grandma's
two-bedroom home. Grandma was showing off her newest pink and white
checked afghan, but I preferred to hang out in the back bedroom by myself.
The bright blue and white flowered room used to belong to my mom, but
now the dark oak bookshelves held the complete collection of Dr. Seuss
books, and a green laundry basket stuffed into the closet overflowed with
Barbie colorforms and blocks. Grandma always had new toys for her
grandchildren who come to visit on holidays. She also had a mental list of
crafts to make and games to play. Even though she tried to be energetic and
fun, I still found her boring. Fridays she sat in her blue rocking chair
crocheting and watching General Hospital.
My other Grandma and Grandpa like to have their neighbors over for
happy hour. Grandma and her best friend, Mrs. Buckingham, in her K-Mart
green polyester pants talk about Hudson's white sale while Grandpa and Me.
Buckingham talk about Bill Clinton's mistakes. Last winter they rented a
condo in Florida, and the owners wouldn't let them rent again. He said,
"They were too rowdy." On Halloween Grandma and Grandpa dressed as
clowns and covered their basement with orange and black streamers,
balloons, and candies.
I lived in Allen Park and my grandparents lived in Northville, so I
didn't get to see them often. My mom's family all lived in Allen Park with
us, so we did have family nearby.
In August my mom was having her third child, and I was expected
to be a big help. When the new baby arrived, we wouldn't have much extra
room in our three-bedroom house. The whole family finally agreed on the
new house in Novi a few minutes from my dad's parents in Northville. I
always had fun at family events at their house. I began to pack as soon as
possible.
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When we moved into the new house in the beginning of December,
my mom decided to invite my Grandma over for the week before Christmas.
We all agreed that would be a nice idea, so Mom called and made the
arrangements.
"We have to pick up Grandmal" Mom yelled. "Do you have your
room cleaned up yet?"
"Yes, I'm comingl" I screeched back. I galloped down the stairs and
grabbed my school bag on my way out the door. Half an hour into the car
ride, I had finished all my homework and the last chapter of my book. I
began to complain, "Mom, how much longer?"
"Not much longer," she replied, as our black Aerostar pulled into
Grandma's pitted driveway. Grandma's house constantly smelled of smoke,
even though she tried to disguise it with balloon-shaped air fresheners and
Amcor ionizers from the home shopping channel. Dad loaded the tattered
red suitcases from the porch step into the trunk, hoisted Grandma into the
back seat, and I climbed in next to her. "How is school going? Have you
made any new friends?" she asked in a quivering voice. She continued to
bombard me with questions. I answered politely, realizing I didn't mind the
bombardment.
When the van pulled into my driveway, I helped to unload the
.suitcases and Christmas presents she brought along. I piled her things into
the corner of the living room. The table and chairs had been pushed aside
and the rusty cot from the attic squeezed in between. The light-bulb candles
in the window served as night lights, and the house spotlight filled the room
with a warm glow.
One more day of school, and then I had two weeks off for Christmas
vacation. My third-grade class had been working on birdfeeders. After we
all found large enough pinecones, we spread on a layer of peanut butter and
rolled them in birdseed. I decided I would give mine to my grandma
because she lived by herself, and she liked to watch the birds in her garden.
When my alarm went off at eight 0' clock, I jumped out of bed, threw
on my red sweater and an old pair of jeans, then scampered downstairs.
"Grandma and I are going to the mall today to go Christmas shopping. We
should be home when you get in from school," my mom told me.
"Okay," I replied.
Behind my back I held the birdfeeder wrapped in teddy bear paper.
I set it on my Grandmother's pillow so she was sure to see it before they
left.
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The school day stumbled by. I couldn't wait to hear how much
Grandma liked her gift. I knew she would say, "How lovely, I'll keep this
forever I" The school bell screamed, time to go home.
My bus dropped me off, and I ran the reSt of the way home. I had
to see whether or not she opened her gift. I had trouble unlocking the heavy
bolts on the steel door. It swung open and I jumped back. I tossed my keys
on thecountertop with a clank that echoed throughout the house. I scanned
the kitchen. They should have left a note if they were going somewhere else
besides the mall. "What could they be doing?" I thought. I peeked around
the corner and into the living room. The present was still sitting on top of
the pillow, untouched. They must have left in a hurry. Oh well, now I can
see her open it in person.
Just as I began to sit down, the front door flew open. I jumped up,
sure to see my mom and grandma struggling with packages, but it was my
dad's parents.
"Hey, what are you guys doing here?" I asked.
I sensed a more sympathetic tone than usual as my grandpa said,
"Come with us. We'll tell you everything." Once we arrived at their house,
no more than five minutes away, Grandpa said, "Your Grandma Ruthie is in
the hospital." "She collapsed in the mall, and an ambulance drove her to St.
Mary's. They think it was her heart. Right now she is in a coma."
That night my brother, sister and I spent the night at my dad's
parents' house. In the morning my parents took me with them to the
hospital. Inside, the lighting was harsh and the steel chairs were lined up in
rows like a carton of eggs. I wasn't allowed to visit my grandma because of
my age. I sat in the lobby coloring a picture of Garfield and his friends.
Then the doctor came out from the back room. I overheard her talking to
my parents. "Truthfully, things aren't looking so good. If she were to wake
up, she wouldn't know how to do things for herself."
When my friends tell me how they wish they had grandparents like
mine, I smile and laugh. I know that I disagree. At night when I can't fall
asleep, I look up at the still-wrapped birdfeeder and wish that I could see her
again in her plain house dress and sensible shoes, rocking back and forth
with her basket of yarn.
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Ice Cream Cones
by Kristin Moore
The old engine of Grandpa Mike's station wagon puttered into the
Dairy Queen. It was a tradition for us to go there for dessert whenever the
family visited. "Cup or cone?" Grandpa asked. He always knew my answer
but asked anyway.
"Cup, Grandpa," I answered laughing. We sat on the graffiticovered bench and ate our melting ice cream. Like most grandparents, he
told me crazy stories about my family from a long time ago, the olden days,
he called them. Out on the golf course one day, a bird landed on his head,
shocked him, and all his hair began to fall out. Even though we consider
him bald, he did have some hair left around his big shiny bald spot. He
stood over six feet tall, a giant to a young girl. He looked like one of those
jolly old men you .see dressing up like Santa at Christmas time.
Grandpa loved golf. To make things even better, he was excellent
at it. You could usually find him at Edgewood Country Club, his second
home. Everyone knew him there, and everyone knew us because of his
talent. Plaques and trophies filled the den at Grandma and Grandpa's house
in Birmingham.
"One of these days I'm gonna take you to the course and teach you
what I do best." Grandpa said this all the time. I never had a strong interest
in learning the sport, but because my grandpa wanted to teach me, I looked
forward to the adventure. We never made it through a whole lesson or
game, but I do remember going to the driving range and learning to swing.
Grandpa owned a carpet store in East Detroit. Probably not the
greatest job to have, but as his own boss, he did well for his family and four
kids. My family went out to visit the store every so often. My brother and
I got cookies from the back room. Then Mike, my brother, and I would go
off and play cops and robber games. The robber would try and make it to
the back room to steal more cookies, while the other one would pretend to
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be grandpa, the policeman, and catch the cookie snatcher. We chased each
other over all the carpet piles stacked around the store, like it was the Grand
Canyon. It was always a great way to con more cookies out of Grandpa in
the long run.
Sometimes, after the store closed, we got to ride in the big station
wagon. The back trunk flipped into two small seats, just perfect for Mike
and me. My brother always got the bigger seat. Upon arriving home,
Grandma put out freshly-made mostaccioli on the table for us. We ate till
our pants burst, but stuffed down our dessert anyway. After dinner,
Grandpa turned on the television to the sports channel--golf, of course. He
always sat in the same orange and yellow plaid chair with me on his lap.
"You know, you're my favorite granddaughter," Grandpa told me every time
I visited.
"I'm your only granddaughter, Grandpa; that's not funny," I'd reply
with a giggle. I always pretended to hate when he said that, but he knew
that I loved it.
One day in April of 1987 my mom and I had just got home from
school. "Kris, come inside. We need to talk for a minute." Ma managed
to slip her words out in a quiet, concerned voice.
"Did Aunt Issy die?" I thought to myself. "What's going on, Mom?"
"Come, sit down," she said. We went into the family room and sat
on the love seat. Mom spoke with the saddest tone I had ever heard her use.
"Grandpa Mike is gone."
"Huh, what are you talkin' about, Ma?" I laughed. "That's not
funny, shut up!" Tears started to roll down my cheeks. I dragged myself
up to my room, as if] didn't know my way there at all. I climbed into my
bed, and curled up under my flannel blanket, as my mind and body fell into
a numb trance.
Grandpa Mike lay there so peaceful. Everyone kept quiet, like on
Thanksgiving when he used to take his after dinner nap. He used to snore
kind of funny. I could never fall asleep at their house because of the strange
noises he made. I thought to myself, "Why couldn't he start snoring or do
something? Only sixty-four years old, he had so much more to live through.
His family, friends, sport, and career still needed him. Six months away
from getting a second granddaughter, and time could not help any of us. "
We stood by him saying our last goodbyes. I refused to let him go and
could not bring myself to even glance at him. My mom took my hand and
led me to the bathroom. Tears of confusion trickled down my cheeks. I
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couldn't understand myself ..
"It's okay," Mom assured me. I never did look at him, and I can't
remember saying goodbye. I knew to let it gQ, though, because I could feel
him in my heart forever.
A strange thing happened a few months ago. Just another summer
day for my friends and me. We made our usual stop at Dairy Queen. We
all wandered up to the window and stared at the list, deciding what our taste
buds craved. I always knew what I wanted, but looked anyway. "Two
scoops of mint chip, please," I requested.
"Cup or cone'!" she asked. Karen, I remember her name, did not
realize her question had two meanings to me. I dug out a smile for her, as
thoughts and memories flashed through my mind like a laser show.
"Cup, please." I never did like my ice cream in a cone.
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The Men in My Life
by Kelly Day
My father used to tuck me in at night. He never read me stories, but
instead he would talk with me. That made me feel so grown-up.
Grandpa smoked a beautiful, hand-earved, wooden pipe that smelled
like cherries. One clear, chilly spring morning after my cousin, Andy and
I had spent the night at Grandpa's, I caught Andy trying to smoke pot in the
pipe. I told on him. He was then completely convinced I was nothing but
an immature little snitch.
I thought my Uncle Rog was the biggest ass when he teased me. I
always hated to go to his old Victorian house. Rog had a big Saint Bernard,
and he always thought it was funny when he could get the dog to sit on me.
Everyone but Dad would laugh at me.
Mr. Mati, Dad's delivery boy, always complimented me on how
beautiful I was getting. He said that I'd be a real headbreaker someday.
Then he put his hand on my knee. This angered me beyond belief, so I
kicked him as hard as I could. I knew my innocence had been taken
advantage of. Dad fired Mr. Mati the next week.
Andy taught me how to'smoke one summer evening. We walked out
onto the moon-drenched shore of the beach and lit up. It took me a while
to learn how to inhale. My lungs felt like someone had started a small fire
in them. I finally got it right, and immediately passed out. Andy took me
~o the hospital and called my parents. They revived me and told me I was
allergic to cigarette smoke. Dad was so angry he didn't talk to Andy or me
for a week.
Chase was the first boy I noticed, well, noticed in that way. He was,
and probably still is, cocky and arrogant. He loved to mess around with my
head. He was tall, dark, and handsome. It really was too bad he knew it.
In the fall of '87 he left and broke my heart. Dad and I rented a movie and
got ice cream. He said he'd never leave me and that made me feel a whole
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lot better.
When we were sitting in a lakeside restaurant, the sun melting behind
us, Mom and I decided to embarrass Dad. We took his picture with every
female employee and patron in the restaurant.
I got sick for softball tryouts my first year of high school so I didn't
make the team. I felt so bad because I knew Dad had really wanted me to
play.
Jenny and I were standing in Amy's new house. Harry, Amy's
stepdad, was in the loft above.
"I don't like this," Jenny whispered. "Harry can watch us all the
time."
Harry peered over the railing. "Just wait 'til you wear something
low-cut. "
I told Dad about that when he asked me why I wasn't going over to
Jenny's anymore. He put his arm around me and said it was okay and that
I would always be his little girl.
On February 25, a day before my 16th birthday, Dad packed up all
his things and moved out. He came around .occasionally for a couple of
months. Now I don't even know where he lives. So, if you read this Dad,
I'm still in the same place. My story isn't finished yet, and I'd like you to
be here for the end.
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Where I Learned to Forget the Garbage Lady
by Holly Criswell
When I was four, I remember being dragged to church on Sunday
mornings. After arranging all the books on the backs of the pews, I would
play with the shoes of the people in front of me when they were kneeling.
They would try to wiggle their shoes away from my grip, until I just pulled
them off to show Mom. I always gave them back.
I found a dime once in church and put it in my pocket. I knew it
was God's money, but He got so much on Sundays, I figured He wouldn't
miss it. I felt guilty when I got home, so the next Sunday I put two dimes
in the basket. One to repay god and the other so the next time I found a
dime, I could keep it.
Once when Mom was at Prayer Meeting, I got hungry and my friend
and I ate a plate of hosts. We started eating them until an adult found us and
told us we were eating the body of Christ. I was kind of grossed out after
that until I learned what she really meant.
.
I was never interested in what the priest had to say in his sermons.
My mind would wander and I wondered how many of the old women in the
church were wearing wigs. r wondered if I had a gun and held it up to the
priest and told all the ladies with wigs on to take them off or I'd kill Father,
how many would really do it.
.
Whenever I prayed to God, I always talked to Him like a friend. I
happened to pray to Him when I needed things and would make deals with
Him. "If the next car that goes by is red, then I will get the bike I want for
Christmas." Sometimes the car was red. But when I told Mom I'd better
get the bike 'cause I had a deal with God, she told me God didn't make
deals.

When I got a little older, I liked to go to church to see boys. I didn't
want to hold Mom's hand anymore for fear that someone would see me. I
would count the good-looking boys as they walked up to communion. I
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watched where they sat down, but was too afraid to look at them when I
walked by.
I used to drink the wine when I went up for communion because it
made me feel older to drink real wine. But when the lady in front of me
sneezed on the cup, I never took wine again.
I used to laugh when the priest sang the chant in the middle of the
service and his voice cracked.
There was always one old fat lady that sat in the front pew every
Sunday. She always sat next to the door on windy days and the wind blew
her stinky smell over the next ten pews. I called her the Garbage lady.
Mom told me not to call her that because she might be an angel in disguise.
I decided that church was a place to go on Sundays because I had to,
not because I wanted to. (I never got anything out of it, but it was some
unwritten rule that I had to go. I decided to read the Bible instead of going
to church.
I thought about Bible stories one week and how I had never read one
out of the Bible myself. I skipped church one Sunday and went down to the
bluff to read. I asked God to let me read something that would make me
want to read the Bible more. When I opened it I read Jonah and the Whale.
I closed it and opened it again and read Noah's Ark. I closed and opened it
again and read how Jesus changed the few loaves of bread and fish into
enough to feed a crowd. I've never flipped to those stories again and
couldn't find them if you asked me to.
I got to church late one Sunday, and had to walk up to the front pew
to find a seat. Everyone was looking at me like I was some freak that.
couldn't get out of bed early enough. I sat down to listen to the sermon only
to find myself staring at the statue of Jesus hanging on the crucifix. I
wondered if He thought of backing out of saving the world, at the last
minute. I tuned in and out of the sermon, and picked up the part about
trying to live in the image of Christ. I'd heard it all before, but I felt the
words. And ya know what, the whole time I was sitting next to the Garbage
Lady and didn't even know it.
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Less Than That. .. Or More
by Rachel Cousinaw
We could not stop staring. Even the minister had a look of disbelief
on his face. No one could believe the sight we were seeing. A woman, a
woman new to this town, had just walked hesitantly into the church. No one
was with her; she was all alone. As she slowly found her way to a seat, we
watched her every move. We all knew right away that she was not one of
us. Not that there was anything monstrous about 'her appearance. She was
exactly like us in all respects except for her weight. She seemed to be
poorer than us too; her clothes were not of the finest quality. Finally the
service started. No one there will ever forget that day.
I live in a small town in Nebraska. There are not many of us and we
do not take kindly to newcomers. Everything about us and our town is
perfect; it always has been. There is no pollution of the air or water, the
streets are clean, the buildings always look new, and there is no violence.
The people are all attractive with not a single flaw. We dress well, in only
the finest clothing, and we are all perfectly built with a perfect tan. We do
not question why; this is just how it has always been. To us this is
"normal." There is no such thing as welfare here. We know we are better
than those who are not like us, and that is why this newcomer was not
accepted.
As you can guess, no one talked to the new lady. She had attempted
to introduce herself, but the minister would not acknowledge her. She did
get out her name, though. Jane.
Every day it was the same. No one would even look at her. When
she went into stores, no one helped her. They continuously overcharged her,
and when they took the money, they would look right past her.
I have been saying "they" when it should be "we." I have been
doing the same thing. I own the grocery store in our town. It is just a small
place, but filled with nothing but the best. My name is Tucker and I alii
guilty of all of the above, also.
I noticed a difference in Jane after the first week. She seemed more
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depressed and she stopped trying to make friends. This made her even more
different. We, the people in this town, never have negative feelings like
anger, hurt, frustration, or depression. We always have hope. That is
another way we are perfect; not only on the outside, but the inside too.
There had been a few times when I might have actually talked to her,
but I could not. No one else would. And I understand why; she was
different. It is like an unspoken rule in our town that we do not accept
individuals that are not as perfect as us. No one ever born in this town had
ever been less than perfect. That is just the way it always has been and
always will be. Our town is sort of like an exclusive club. Once you are in,
you are doing good, but if you screw up, you. are out for good.
I am not sure how long it was that Jane stayed with us. It got to
where we could easily see through her even as large as she was. If we
pretended she was not there, we felt better. She had tried to buy clothes
once, but no one had any to fit her. Since all the women here are thin, no
one bothered with the bigger sizes.
Now Jane was an intelligent woman. In fact, she was a doctor. She
had been sent in to take over for our regular doctor; we had no choice about
her coming here. Our regular doctor was out for a few weeks after giving
birth; the baby was, of course, perfect.
It was not that Jane had little money; she just chose not to spend it
on "the best" of things, while we would settle for no less.
I often saw Jane at the library and instead of the magazines most of
our women looked at, she got books. Real books. She read biographies and
autobiographies of famous important people, books about important historical
events, and novels.
Jane taught me something during her short stay. No one is perfect.
We were all perfect, on the outside. But our insides were questionable.
Now Jane was so perfect inside. She was nice, sweet, caring, and
intelligent.
I still believe that I am perfect. It is something I was raised to
believe. But we all have emotions. The people of this town just do a lot of
pretending. Jane had been content with being mediocre. In fact she did not
think of herself as that. She, unlike us, did not judge others by their
appearance.
We all remember Jane, but we pretend not to. I mean, really, our
minds have to be perfect too.
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A Penny for Your rhoughts
by Lisa Ballinger
It was a hot day in August. It was so sultry that you just sat and
smothered. But there was one man; he could sit in jeans and a long-sleeved
shirt.
He sat in his rocking chair. It was an old wood chair that creaked
when he rocked. The creaks were quietly rhythmic and soothing.
The chair was on the flat, plain, concrete porch. The porch rose
about four feet off the ground, that was with the added railing. The porch
was stuck to a plain house in the middle of a city. People walked by his
house all the time in a hustle and bustle to get to their destinations. The old
man sat in his rocker all day just watching the people. He sat with a plastic
cup of pennies in his hand. And when he saw a person pass, he picked one
out and threw it at him and shouted, "A penny for your thoughts."
Many people looked at him perturbed, some ran away, and others
shouted profanities, but then there were a couple of exceptions now and then.
Along came a young woman of about twenty or so. He threw the
penny, and it landed by her open-toed sandals. She stopped, looked down
at it, and picked it up. "A penny for your thoughts," shouted the old man.
She turned her head with her long brown hair whipping around her face and
peered at him. She was in heavy thought--there was something bothering
her, but she didn't know if she should speak up.
Finally she replied, "O.K." She strolled up to the porch and set the
penny on the railing. "I have so much on my mind," she said, exhaling.
"Well, tell me. Maybe I can help."
"I don't think you could. My career is going down the drain, my
relationship is crumbling at every touch, and my family life stinks. Life
sucksl"
"Why don't you call your family? They might be able to help,"
replied the old man.
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"I don't think so. If I told my mother or father, they would have a
fit. All they would say is, 'I told you so, I told you so.''' She collapsed on
the porch and buried her face in her hands.
She started to weep
uncontrollably.
"Please don't cry. You seem pretty successful to me. You have a
pretty face and some really nice clothes." The old man said this hoping to
cheer her up.
"Oh, please," she snapped and sat up abruptly. She wiped a tear
from her cheek. "This is all just an act. I seem to have a nice job. I seem
to be all together, but it's just my appearance. It is all an illusion. I feel as
if I'm falling apart at the seams. I don't know what to do." The old man
sat there astonished. His mouth was hanging open, he knew what she was
thinking. He knew what needed to be said to her, but he just sat there,
mute.
"I knew this was a waste of time," she declared getting up and
wiping her face. I'm just going to leave now. "
"No, wait!" yelled the old man.
"Don't stop me. I have my mind made up." She got up and hurried
down the steps.
"Stop. Suicide isn't for you," he said. She stopped, turned around,
and raised her eyebrows at him. "Young lady, just don't throw your life
away. I know how you feel, and, believe me, it isn't worth it," he pleaded.
But she just turned and walked away. Under his breath, "Well, there goes
another chance." He was so disgusted that he just sat in his rocker. He
didn't even care about the rest of the people passing.
He stared at the neighbor's trees across the street. The leaves
overlapped one another. He noticed all the greens in them. He saw the tiny
blades of grass rising up to the sunlight and grasping for water. The
kaleidoscope of colors released his troubled mind. Then a voice whispered
from above, "Stanley, Stanley." The angel poked her head down from the
overhang.
"A penny for your thoughts," said the old man, and threw the penny
at her. It didn't hurt her, instead it flew through her and landed on the
ground.
"Now Stanley, that is not the way to act to your angel. "
"I'm sorry, I'm just confused over what happened with that young
woman. How am I supposed to save her when she just walks away?"
"She'll be back."
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"Sure," said Stanley sarcastically, and he looked away.
"Don't lose hope. You'll be in heaven soon enough. Take care."
Then she left as abruptly as she came. Even his angel couldn't get his hopes
up. He was afraid she was really going to do it. So he just sat there
throwing pennies.
It was getting late and Stanley rocked through the sunset and was
sitting in the glow of the porch light. He was getting ready to go in for the
night when he heard, "Am I disturbing you?" He turned around and saw the
young lady from earlier in the day. "I thought maybe I could talk to you
again. "
"Sure, I'll listen any time." He turned around and sat back in his
rocker. "What's on your mind?"
"You were right. You knew exactly what I was thinking. Ididn't
see what the point of life was, anymore," she said sadly.
"I know death is not the answer."
"How do you know, Mr. Smarty?"
"Because I did it," he said bluntly.
"Excuse me?" she questioned with widened eyes.
"I took my own life. I felt I was a puppet in the hands of society.
I would bend to whatever anyone asked me. Idecided to escape."
"Why aren't you in heaven, or whatever?"
"Taking your own life is against God's rules. So now I have to
spend time in purgatory, which is right here. "
"What? This is all blowing my mind."
"My angel keeps coming down and helping me out. She said the
only way to get off the rocker is to convince someone not to commit the
same act I did. "
"This is proof enough for me. I won't do it."
"No, it's not. You must know in your heart it isn't right."
"I do."
"No, you're still confused. You need some rest. Go home and sleep
on it. Then if you come back tomorrow and I'm still here, you'll have to
settle it. " .
"But ... ," she began.
"No buts, just think about it," Stanley said solemnly. She looked at
him, turned and left. When she got to the end of the sidewalk, she raised
her hand slowly and gently waved goodbye and departed for home.
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Stanley went inside and stretched out on his bed. He tried to fall
asleep, but he had insomnia. Suddenly he felt something. It made his heart
drop. He thought the unbearable. She did it. He could feel the walls
starting to collapse. His eyes were wide open, trying to see something in the
pitch black.
"Stanley!" yelled his angel.
"Dh myl" he shouted and sat up abruptly. "Why are you here?
What happened?"
"No, no, how could she kill herselfl How long do I have to stay
here?"
"Stanley, calm down. She decided not to do it. She's alive. In fact,
she's sleeping right now. I came here to get you, to take you to heaven."
"You mean she's alive? YeahI" Stanley quickly rose out of bed and
started galloping around the room.
"Come, Stanley, don't keep the people upstairs waiting," she said,
chuckling.
"But I want to say goodbye. Wait, I don't even know her name."
"It doesn't matter. Eventually you two will meet up there."
"You're right. Let's go." Suddenly, they were floating through the
ceiling to the diamond-covered, midnight sky.
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Deer Camp
I close my ears to the cursing adults.
Another loses at the midnight poker game.
The flashing fire crackles
rebelling against the damp night air.
Smoke blends with marinating venison and
a dim lamp clashes
with the fluorescent flood lighting.
A freshly slaughtered deer,
its tongue hangs low.

Amanda Miller
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disillusionment
the snow sculpts the sky
into a soft blue creation that looks like
if you touched it
it would give and part
cradling your hand in a baby's blanket
glowing rainbows at the end.
Snow shapes the sun
into a luminescence
which you can't see but you can feel it
washing your face
gently
Are my ears tingling from cold
or from its distant warmth?
Snow shapes my soul
it lights on my lashes
dances in my mind
It is real,
and reality dispels my sad illusions
of responsibility
and says: I am here.
This is real, this snowcovered lake
slick and black
studded with diamond bubbles
This is real, this soft silken-warm sky
changing colors
inviting joy
This is real, this snow
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softly opaque
lighting on houses
transforming all
to beauty
that is
Which is which does the snowed-in lake
reflect new stars in the sky,
or does the covenant of a sky
shimmer with the reflections of snow?
Whatever may be,
everything shimmers under snow
with the covenant of light and sky.

Amy J. Smith
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And the American Poet Died in This Rainy
Gutter
Wasted.
An ugly mustard color splotched with a transparent blue.
A curious onlooker makes his way for a closer view,
making way to see the wasted soul craning neck arising from
starched white collar.
I see a fruit cart back a ways,
the mustard color, the smog.
Yes, the factories with their obscene chimneys,
billowing out the blackness, hit by the sun,
the smog.
And vision fades in and out and lines double and voices swell
about my head.
A steady drizzle overcomes all this, voices die away and
steady rain soothes and makes me steady.

Sweet smell of wet grass, my mother calling me, father
laughing and everyone is happy.
1 run across the park to my parents who have taken a short
leave from their shows and laugh as all cares and worries
are swept away.
The day is sweet, and far off, 1can feel a dying mouth,
capped by a soaking, black mustache, twinge in a child's
carefree smile.

Ryan Hudson
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Call Me Mozart
I am two;
have mastered the·bumblebee
with my toes
on my stradivarius violin,
one of my constructions
made from toothpicks.
In death valley;
I was born with the
fountain of youth
propelling me into the sky.
I heard mozart composing
in his womb,
and copied down his symphonies
in my mind.
As a child, I skipped
up and down the halls of
opera houses chanting "la boheme".
My voice shattered the ceiling
to create the carnegie hall.
I am everlasting.
When death confronted me,
I blew my hom and
burned his eyes,
then sat back
as they carved my face
into mount rushmore.

Joy Van Baet

Internal Lullaby
The sleep of this night deepens,
my conscious drifts
floats
with the enveloping darkness.
Voices in the kitchen.
Who?
Parents maybe,
sister
neighbors
burglars
aliens
so tired.
Will you have a slice of
imagination
with your dinner, sir?
We're not in Kansas
anymore, Toto.
The Tin Man needs a heart.
I'll get your little dog ...
Flag down that man,
I need a
Let Go My Eggo
baseball.
Baseball?
Don't ask, don't tell.
so many questions
Did I Turn Off My Headlights?
ideas
solution to world peace
but I won't

remember
Be Vewy, Vewy Quiet. I'm Hunting Wabbits.
in the morning
what I am thinking
inventing
freewheeling
I Should Try Skydiving
imagining
dreaming
as the cow jumps over the
moon.

Michael Edwards
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Childhood Memories
Towering over the emerald river
stands the old stone train trestle,
where I spent a number of my childhood
afternoons with my cousin.
I can still remember the dazzling
marcasite beads of asphalt, piled
like sand dunes along either
side of the trestle, and the skeletal
chunks of bleached wood lying
helplessly in the warm sunlight.
A tattered oldrope swing
across a beam under the trestle,
swings lazily; over the surface
of the water. This rope we used
as a makeshift swing.
We dove off an elevated branch
and clung to the rope as
our leap cut swiftly through
the water and sent cascades
of diamond drops catapulting
through the air.
My cousin and I spent hours
at the trestle taking turns
gliding pendulum style
through the air falling away
into the rope into the chilly water.

Kristie Penn

Delightful Lies
I wish I were not so patient.
My overwhelming calm allays people.
That is why it was no bother to
wait for Methuselah's insurance policy
or give Gandhi
lessons in endurance.
I am so patient
I find it exciting
to wait at the local DMV.
I even trade my next
number to be called for
the last in line.
And if I were given
the wonderful task of waiting
for eternity
I would just sit
legs crossed
twiddling
my thumbs.

Tina Abi-Samra
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What's Happening
I sit here in this lonely room
while I tum with the earth
thousands of miles per hour
What's happening?
My friends laugh
A baby boy or girl is born
A blue jay lands
Clouds prepare for a storm
My mind wanders
Environmentalists think
of better ways to save our earth
A space probe wanders in space
for other life forms
All this while I write this poem
Oh, and an innocent person
in this world just died

Gabriel Rodriguez
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Northville State
I watched Bill and Keith
Test their new turbo Ski-Doo's
On the patchwork snow and corn.
They found it.
Eyes, like red olives centers
Sucked out.
Face, like a dart board
Punctured by bird beaks.
Brain, like an old rubber ball
Caved in.
The missing walk away.

Elizabeth Ganfield

79

Lull
The candle bums,
Rain drizzles down the window,
Enya's music fills the room,
I stand and mimic dances I have seen,
Dances that are graceful,
delicate,
and flowing,
I laugh at myself,
I imagine myself on a black stage
In a white leotard and skirt,
A single spotlight illuminates my figure
And I dance.
I dance in my living room,
The candle my spotlight,
The rain my applause;
Pouring on the 'earth,
Beating the window pane.
The song is over,
I opeQ the front door,
Applause blows in through the screen
Onto my face,
I pull on my boots,
I stand in a mud puddle,
My own song fills my head,
Escapes through my mouth.
I dance in the yard,
Lightning my spotlight,
I dance and the rain comes down in sheets.
I laugh at myself,
I am soaked,
I
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cold,

and exhausted,

I cannot dance.
Inside my candle has burned out,
I snuggle into bed,
I dream of dancing to the beat
Of rain drops on the window pane,
The rain my applause,
I laugh at myself.

Jessica Goll
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Mop
A circle of fog surrounds
two nostrils of black leather
in the patrol car window.
My dog's dew-breath warms the back
of the officer's neck from between
the same steel bars that protect
cops from thieves and drug dealers;
later they would wonder
why a blanket of soft,
tan fur lies under the coldness
of their handcuffed wrists.

Shea Collins
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Manic- Depression
Peering butterflies on the wallpaper
sing a dirge about me.
The one inch icons
look at me.
Blue insects peeling off the wall
swarm in a frenzy.
Control of my body is left up to the inaudible voices.
The big booming voice says "Free Bird,"
just so my friends will leave me alone.
My senses are lying.
Should I trust them'?
Questions spray paint my brain 'til nothing is clear.
Melding my skin to butterflies
a heat turns my skin electric blue.
The lion springs out of the tub
jolting me through the door.
After five staggered steps and
a deep breath.
I turn to see a magnificent pantin'g lion
take me on his amber mane
to the soft grassy field
by his eyes which are as deep and dark as a well.

Mike Callahan
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Gypsy Eyes
My hand lies here, inviting description.
Its jagged lines run this way and that,
darting.
Why do I see only lines
when mysterious women with
dark complexions and rings
see so much more?
Do straight lines mean I'll ace my chemistry test,
or do they mean I'll be ~it by AIDS at age twenty-four?
My palm is unchartered territory,
craggy mountains with deep, dry gorges and gulliesmy gaze is drawn onward.
I pause to peek into the lake that is my birthmark,
but I see only brown.
I search the furry meadows of my knuckles
for a sign of life, but all the animals of my future
wish to hide.

Bill Kreamer
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Untitled
Grandma would have said
She looked sinful that day
Mom did a wonderful job
On her hair
A fresh new perm
Her lip was hot waxed
But she never said a word
A thick layer of foundation
Covered her blackheads
And the tobacco juice was dug
From the crevasses in her chin
Maybe that was chocolate all that time
She showed no sign
Of discomfort
We were all sweating
From the dead heat

Ken Blust
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Melting
Grandpa always took me to Marion's
for a double dip of
vanilla and chocolate-reaching into his back pocket
he pulled out his bulging wallet
worn, like him
paid with a fifty dollar bill
Then dragging me to Chum's Bar
where I licked my dripping ice cream
while he drank his Kessler whiskey
and Squirt.
Tipping the glass back,
I saw the wrinkled
definition of his thick throat.

Carrie Lixey
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Water Lips
When your eyes lock, what becomes of you?
The heart buried in your chest, beats to the surface.
Hair upon your limbs stands to witness the event.
Your dry cracking mouth begins to water,
The current becomes uncontrollable
You raise your sleeve to stop the flash flood.
How sexy to have water lips.

Narhan Corstange
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The Local Cafe
Smooth wooden table tops,
soft cushioned seats with floral print fabric,
silver chills from frigid, frosty windows.
Thick, smokey air,
stinging nostrils, throat, and lungs.
Mixed conversations in varying volumes,
poke or sift into the ear.
Molten coffee,
sitting like lead in pits of the stomach.
A house containing a potluck of people,
where anyone who enjoys a steamy beverage on a cold
night
is welcome.
This is where
I am truly at home.

Heather Crull
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Something Extra
She plopped into
The cafeteria chair.
Out of her potato-like
Lunch bag rolled her
Daily heart apple.
So shiny, her face
Watched her decide
Where to plant her teeth.
She devoured half the apple
And looked at the exposed core.
A worm had pipe-:-c1eaneditself
Between the apple seeds.

Janet Swanson
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Untitled
1
Tragedy strangled me with frigid air and organ music and avocado
carpeting
Tragedy hurled me into the land of sobbing and irritable silence
Tragedy brought me to a place I hate to remember, but hope never to
forget.
His death slapped my face with life.
and
and
and
and

the sun rose gray in the north
the moon set yellow in the east
I stood on a chair in agony as the smell of vomit still lingered
normalcy threatened to return.

2
In a car on a plane in a car.
The funeral home, itself on its last legs stood alone on the dilapidated
expressway,
My grandfather waited alone on the landing, surrounded by his daughters
and granddaughters, his own legs trembling under this mighty
weight.
The artificial silence smacked my cheek with a gust of frigid air from the
rusty, groaning air conditioner.
And tragedy hurled me back into the land of the sobbing,
And tragedy brought me to a place I hate to remember, but try never to
forget.
The varnished knotty pine chairs sat staring blankly at her casket
and we were hurried past, into a room of avocado sofas where we stared
blankly at each other.
Haunting faces of old men and anorexic women uttered my name with a
tearful smile,
and·her death slapped my face with life.

and the sun rose gray in the north for us
and the moon set yellow in the east
and I stood alone on an overstuffed love seat as the stale smell of smoke
hidden by layers of perfume and fragr~nce seeped into my skin,
and normalcy threatened to return.

Janel Stead
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Grayling
outside the blinking lights
the treasure she holds
gentle Rusty Gates
the sow of the South Branch
sunset on the flats
"It's strange how some people won't
support the healing of a River like this, "
he said
her caramel sides flashed in the moonlight
and I cradled the obese fish in my arms
trembling, I slipped her back where she belonged
dumbfounded by the orangeness
drawn to the damp grass
like a nightlight against the chocolate blue of the water
at the window
staring out at the blackness that I now know
to be the River
she's purring timeless wisdom
And I can smell the morning coming
to bump me from my short river nap
because late into the starry night
the moon talked to me
and my line traveled miles from her strength
and I was tasting the taste of food that tastes only this good
after a day on the
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River
Now I rise
morning sun basting everything in sight
toss my rod
my life
into the trunk
and my leaving ...

it's the only sin in Grayling

Chris Dombrowski
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The Mother of All Battles
Armed with a short attention span
And eighty-six stations
America changed the channel
On Operation Desert Storm

James Orr
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Naniji
She staggers towards me
a wingless bird
Frost blue veins
throb as she walks.
"What do you want for dinner?"
She knows my answer.
Toiling over the stove,
this artist
models the khichiri.
As the steam dissipates,
she sits down, wheezing
but smiling
because I am smiling
as I devour the mustard rice.

Vivek Mohta
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"A Saltillo Night"
At night the air in the dirt streets of Saltillo grows dense and black,
but not cold.
The brown skinned men whose rotting teeth are hidden by their
cream colored straw hats, stare at women passing quickly by.
Not far away numbered balls are knocking against the sides of a felt
covered table, and low secretive voices are discussing the dinero for
the winner.
The only light escapes from tiny cracks in walls,
underneath strong wooden doors, and from a ceiling of twinkling
stars.
Tall iron gates stand guard in front of courtyards where there are no
flowers or gardens. No children are laughing and playing hide-nseek among freshly stuccoed houses.
Church bells do not ring out under the sweating sun after mass on
Sunday morning.
Young girls don't hold veils before their faces as if to shield their
innocence.
Only a rusty children's bike and a worm spare tire are left to sit in
the shadow of the moon.

Kari Tiscornia
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Drowning House
we walk down the red paint-chipped dock. our fiberglass birch bark
canoe
. waiting in dusty murkiness above the lake bottom. we carry our oars like
brooms to sweep at the liquid dormance that lay around us.
preaching to the floating fish corpses and mournful lake weeds, we slip
through the inkiness, until in the distance looming, among ashen trees and
ashen skies, a house squats in willow trees and garbage strewn weeds.
stalking the islet like water serpents, we slither into a harbor and light on
the shore. The building drowns in the sponginess of the ground and its
broken sliding glass doors vomit styrofoam mattresses.
we creep inside, wary of hoboes and child murderers, our tennis shoes
crunching over bits of glass, telephone books and old newspapers. silence
seems to swallow the house, our voices ring in our ears.
exploring, we find a child's room. dim yellow curtains flutter over a thin,
torn mattress. November air and neglect chill us. we wander outside and
set off for home, glancing uneasily back.
the fiberglass hull cuts the rippling water and the wind seemed to rush us
back to our red paint-chipped dock, over the mournful, drowned
lakeweeds
and away from the drowning house.

Lauren Moran
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fearless
i am fearless i
braid lions' manes
with my teeth
i climb up the
moon's trailing
beard
and dance
from constellation
to constellation
without ever
glancing
down.
i kiss
Orion's
fiery cool
lips and
swim
in the
Big
Dipper.
Joan of Arc, i
calmly close
\ my eyes
among the
flames that lick
my toes.
1
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lead
lost souls
to battle.
i stare
at Death
and stalk
him close
enough to
smell the
cold stench
that flows from
his mouth.
his grimness
melts when
i whisper in
his ear and he chuckles.

Lauren Moran

99

Elephants
I think it is a natural instinct
To revere "death.
We decorate the corpses
With polished coffins
And bouquets and elaborate stones.
It's not like they notice.
I remember a story about
, A lady on safari
Separated from her group
By a herd of elephants.
Thinking they would eat her,
She played dead.
The elephants buried her
Under a pile of dirt and branches
Then left.

Eric Max Falker
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